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Here Mirth and Muſi ck both appear, 
And Songs diverting, new and rare; 
Biting Satyr, ſmooth, tho keen, 
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Ir o all Gentlemen we Ladies, 


whether Whigs or Tories, whether 
6 merry or ſad; to al Tradeſien, Ap- 


prentices, and Semſtreſſes; and to all 
manner of Readers, into whoſe 


Hands theſe preſent Writings 1 
come, greeting. 
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T hath not been without great 
ſtrugling with my natural Mo- 
3 Wits that I have at length reſolyd 
to publiſh theſe my following Pre- 
eriptions, and to aſſume the Office 
Jof a Doctor; tis not out of any Af. 
fectation of Vain- glory; tis not al- 
1 together for the Sake of Fees, buc 
eis chiefly for the Good of You and 
every one of you. © 

When I have obſerv'd hows « erofely 
the Publick, my tenderly love | 
Country-men, have been imposd on 
by impudent and ignorant Quacks, 


A 2 who | 


The PRE FACE. 
who know not how to preſcribe, of 
ſo much as to adminiſter a che Y 
and yet pretend to have as mud 
Skill as Galen or Hypocrates, nay, to 
as much Infallibility as Aſculapicþ 
When I have examin'd their wretched 
Preparations, and ſeen two fimpl: 
ordinary Spirits, colour'd with a 
chinele, palm d upon you for a cer 
tain and infallible Cure for the Va- 
pours both in Men and Women, _ 
indignation roſe to an high Pitch, 
and I determin d to ſtep out to your. 
Relief. | 

Here then, in my packet, ye have! 
various Recipes and Medicines for all 
thoſe imaginary, but tormentinę 
Diſeaſes, which lie chiefly in the 
Fancy, ang of which there are ſuch 
loud and general Complaints, and 
Which, ſurely, will be very agreęable 
"News to ſuch of you as are nice 
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D. PREFACE. 

und delicate, I propoſe to cure you 

Without the nauſcous and painful 
Wiſcipline of Clyſters and Bliſters, 

þ Ne Vomits, Purges, or Cloſe-flocls. 
will ſet you right in a cleanly Way, 

L by merry Airs, by the Power of 
Numbers, and the Charms of Mu- 
Ick juſt as the Ancients cur d thoſe - 
hat were ſtung with a Tarantula, 

Here are caſy, ſimple Words, ſo 
ut together ſecundum Artem, in ſuch 
Fsreeable Numbers, ſuch various and 
Pleaſing Meaſures, with a juſt Mix- 
ure of ſprightly Eid and all 
heſe ſet by maſterly ande to ſuch 
lively and chearful Airs, as, if ſcaſo- 
ably apply'd, will work delight fu 
Vonders; they (with the Help of 
our Voice, or a Fiddle, and a 45 05 
um ſulfieit 5 good Red, by Way. of 
ehicle, Which ye ye may 774 at every 


uſh in Town) will make the heavy 1 
a3 ny 
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_ tural Efficacy, diſſipate the Clouds of 


cruel Fair, and with Wit to win her, 


þ any excellent Remedies for the Spleen, 
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The P RE FAC E. 
Heart dance, and give a freſh Supply 
of Matter to fuch e as are merrily diſ- 
pos d; they will clear up the Brows, 
and A N the Hearts of the Diſ- 
appointed, and be continual and 
agrecable Sawce to the Pleaſures of 
the Proſperous. They will, by a na- 


melancholy and fantaſtick Vapours, 
and make Men and Women be al- 
furd, that they are as ſound and well 
25 they really are. In a Word, they 
Will make a Man of the poor whining 7 
deſponding Lover, and inſpire him 
either with Courage to purſue the 


Yr, With Wiſdom to deſpiſe her. 
Conſult then, all of you, your own 
aſe and Happineſs; come buy theſe 


V 1 


De. e have them all for two Shil. 
Huge 5 and {i ſix Pence. 
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$ tippling John 
bs e e you ſhall hear 
n % a Whig, and a moderate Man 26 
ehe Break of Morning Light 37 
was walking, I "mite a Maid talking 132 
18 came down: the Highland Town 225 
l- Non in a ſultry Summer's Daß 228 
jou that mult ta ke a 27 238 
| the World's in Strifg gt ** 242 


Ab, 


An Alphabetical Table. 


| Page 
Ab, tell me no more ct get 
All in the Land of Cyder, . 
As I walk'd forth to view the Plan 295 
Abroad as I was walking 305 
Alack, the Times ſo hard are gromn 311 
B 
Bumpers lull our Cares To 
Boaſt no more of nice Beauties from hence 14 
| Britains, no let Foys increaſe _ 17 
| Baniſh, my Lydia, theſe ſad Thoughts 271 
Beauty, like Kingdoms, = 27 
| Boaſting Fops, who campers Fair, 28 
» Claſpd in my dear Melinda's Arms 
Tome, brave Boys, , 
{i Come charge your empty Glaſſes . 1 
Come all, great, ſmall, ſhort, tall 7-11 
Come hither, ye Fools of the State 24 
Come aid me, ye Muſes, and 2 
hear up, my brave Hearts, 20 
Cælia, bence with Affedtatiun 24 
Come, Sirs, draw near 5 21 
Dear Jack, if you mean 
Dear catholick Brother 8 i 
* Down in the North Conntry _ © 
| Deſpairing beſide a clear Stream ; 


lh Deareſ Philip, my Grand-ſon, of Spain 
Dear Mother, I am tranſported _ 2 
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rh in the Dawning 

; Wevate your Joys 

ing Love my Vows has broke 
Ann take a Glaſs i . his Hand 
T2 Cloe, 0 farewel 

up the mighty ſparkling Bowl 

n grave Leſſons 

rewe! Love, farewel Love, 

li Swain, thy Sighs for bear 

tt ring Intruder, mii Leluder, 


a Lord Frog to Lady Mouſe, 
vind the Vicar of Taunton-Dean, 


at Cæſar is crown d 

p happy are rwe 

thou not read 

E, Lewis groaus, 

hut marries a Lafs for Love 

bleſs d are Shepherds when they ſee 

long I thought the Nights and Days 
I 


ve a Tenement to lett 

oth, Friend Harry 

haven Tree 

thee, Dick, | 

f and Molly, and Dolly, 
rin are the Hopes 


An Alphabetical Table. 


go, go, go, falſeſt of thy oo be gone 


In this Grove my Strephon walk'd 


Kate, the lovelieft Thing 


Love in her Boſom end my Care 
Let Burgundy flow: 

Love is nom become a Trade 
Love, the Sweets of Love 


An Alphabetical Table. 


Jolly Roger Twangdillo 
In a cool refreſbing Shade 

If to Love or good Wine 

J am a pcor Shepherd undo ne 
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In Taunton Dean 
In Spring Time Beau Monde 
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Ken you who comes here 
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Katy's a Beauty ſurpaſſing 
| . 
Laſt Night a Dream came into my Head 


Let's drink, drink Diſappointment 
Lard, bow Men can Claret drink 
Love, Love, Love's a Diſſemper 
Let the Waiter bring clean Glaſſes 
Lately ſtray'd, lately ffray'd © © 
Look, look from tte * wad 


Me ſend you, Sir, one Letter, 
Muſing I late on Windſor Terras ſate 
Madam, I'm juſt come from Coilege 
Maiden freſh as a Roſe 

Make bafte, pierce the Pipe 

My Cloe, why dye ſlight me 
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An Alphabetical Table. 


„„ Thank, to the "oo 
comes joyful Peace 

„ Jockey and Moggy are ready 
„ NOW comes on the glorious Tear 


ö 2 

y Ordnance Board © 

all the handſome Ladies 
! the charming Month of May 
April Morn 

ot Whitſon Holliday 

all the femple Things we do 

all Comforts I miſcars 'd 


lis, the faireſt of Loves Powers 


llis, who knows how well 
Q 
21 of . $ vidtorious State 
R 1 
n, Room for the Pot 


Tom's iu the Chats 

poſe a Man does all he can 
Hirs, I'm come 

you the Nymph whom I adore 


eis ſbuns Ium 


T 

on fair Ladies now at Lr 
54 new Set of Rakes 
Begging is an honeſt Trad: 
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Whilſt I'm carouſing 


Town Urſley in a merry Mood 


* Ra 
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3 Pag 
There was, and a Swain full fair 9 | 
"Tis not your Wealth, my Dear 4 280 
Tas when the Seas were roaring 294 
Tho cruel you ſeem to my Pain 221 
Truft not to Oath 330 


W 
hat are theſe Ideots doing 
hen embracing my Friends 
We merry V ives of Windſor 
Wou'd the jolly old Bacchus 

W hen the Refs is in Bud 
Whilſt J fondly view the Charmer 


Te Facks of the Town 

Tou tell me, Dick, you've lately read 
Te Winds, to whom Collin complains 
Te Commons and Peers 
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2 ' The Merry Muſician, or, 


1 | The Progreſs tothe Bab. 


The Wards made to 4 comical Tune, in 4 Maſque, _ 
| Hob's Wedding, by T. b. 


Ll q ; a 
= Jack, if y you. mean | 
| ro be eur d of the Spleen, 
Or know any Neighbour that has ic, 
Whom it Humqurs ſvg r 
From a. Hypechondray, | 
You may. do't by the reading the Ganate 


The Q————n you know late 

Made a Progreſs in State, 

From whence may core wonderful Matters 
And furniſh tine Tales, ; 
When a new ebf Wales - 
Procecds from the happy Bath Waters, 
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zut this is not it Fe” 
Phat the Flatus will fit, 

make the dull Reader grow merry z 5 

dr to fing the Renown 

df old Oxford's fine Town, 

J how they did chant it, down ae. 


or ſhould I bring in 

he grave Vice, or the Dean, 

at School - boys Verſes ſhould nibble, 
r the Preſents that ferv'd 

o pat, I deſerv'd 

- grave my Head broke * the Bible, 
— ” 1 £ 

or Mirth can we raiſe „ 

pon Badminton Place, 
gray his Grace's good Table; 

tor on Glo ſterſpire Knights, _ 3% 
ho the News-monger writes, I 
re prefer'd by the right Honourable. 


or make we Remarks 

n the bluff Country Sparks, 

> gallop'd no Fury could ſtop em, 

ty d to their Swords, | 

ike ſo many Lords, 

g led up by Blatheooant and 7e. 


ut *tis here you will laugh; 

x Mile and a half 

ding near to Bath's flouriſhing City, 
here appear d ſuch a Rout, 

rom the Sheds round about, 

* Occaſion to furniſh my Ditty. 


- two hundred young Iades, 

liy bouncing Cook-maids, _ 
e ramping to taſte the Q nis bounty 3 
Il Virgins you hear 
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A Cure for the Ree GY v 


the falſe Gazetteer, 5 8. be 
by Gol there S ſcarce five 1 in che County, Let 


4 The Mer Muſicians or, 


III. 
Vet ſuch as they were, 
They in order appear, 


- Tho? no Cinthia there, nor Aſtrea, 


For with Arrows and Bows 
Each look'd like a Blowze, 
Inſtead of a Penthiſilea. 


The Kitchens in Town 
Were all left alone, 
And on the Stairs Cobwebs were hanging, 
Whilſt Sue, Kate, and Doll, 
Were jumping White-Hall, 
Before an old Crowd that went ewanging. 


Then plum up bobbing Joan 
Streight call'd for her own, 


And thought ſhe friſk'd better than 257 3 
Till Cis'ly with Pride 

Took che Fidler afide, | 

And bid him ſtrike up Northern Nanny. 


Who in Country Fairs 
Has e er ſeen the Bears 


Hop round when the Keeper does in em; 


For Airs and for Steps, 
For Faces and Sha + pl 
Theſe Virgins woul cy juſt 1ike em. 
Thus hot with Lows. 
Tfey came dancing to Town, | 
All full of their highly deſerving; n 
Each freckFd-fac'd Jade 
n Royal Looks fed, 
whites the Lodgers at Home were 2 ſtarving. 


The Pigs were ſhares turn'd, 

And the Turkeys half burn'd ; - ; 
Te add to the Fame of their Station, 
The Mutron half boil'd, 

And the Pullets all ſpotl d, 


Fior tlie W were all indes, 


{Cure for the — e 
Bat here comes the Jeſt, || 
For the Jacket that coſt 
ty Shjllings, for Loyalty ſhewing, | a 
As ſome Authors ſay, $, 


The good Q-—n was to pay, 
r mult to the City be owing. 


By \1:ich Humour profound, 
Made em ftir their Stumps round, 
WF 1111 each Laſs her Courtier engages; 
For ſhould they be Now, 
= And Sir Ben ſhould ſay no, 
e poor Jades muſt do't out of their Wages» 


ho glowing with Heat, 

o roſy, ſo neat, 

ch look'd as to Marriage ſhe'd chouſe one : 3 
nd ſome that can tell, 

ay they danc'd too as well, 

the famous Sublimy, or Dom ſon. 
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by the pulling down Burges's Mecting- 


S tipling Fohn 
Was jogging on 
Upon the Riot Night, 
With tott'ring Pace, 
And fiery Face, 
Suſpicious of gl. Flight; 
The Guards who took 
Him by his Look, 
For ſome chief Fire-brand, 
Aſk'd whence he came? 
What was his Name? 


Who are you? ſtand, Friend, ſtand. 
8 1 | 


Pm going Home, 
From Meeting come; 


Ay, ſays one, that's the Caſe ; 


Some Meeting he 
Has burn d you'll ſee, 


The Flame's ſtill in his Face. 7 


John ſaw *rwas Time 
To purge the Crime, 


And faid, My chief Intent 


. was to aſlwage 
My thirſty Rage, 


T'th cas that I meant. | 


III. 
Come, Friend, be plain, 
Tou trifle in vain, 


an one, 0 let us know, 
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That we may find 

How you re inclin'd, 

Are you high Church, or low ? 

Fohn {aid to that, 

bu tell you what, 

no {hm Debates and Strife, 

All Loan ſay, 

This is the Way 

I ſteer my Courſe of Life. 
IV, 

I ne'er to Bow, 

Nor Berges go, 

Vor Steeple-houſe, nor Hall; 

= The briſk Bar-Bell 


== Beſt ſuits my Zeal, 
= With, Gentlemen, d'ye kan! > 
= Gueſs then, am I | 2 
Low Church or high; 
From that Tow'r, or no Steeple, 
= Whoſe merry Toll 
= Exalts the Soul, 
ud muſt make high-flown People? 
"H V. 


The Guards ſtood on, 

And look'd at Fohx 

ith Countenance moſt pleaſant; 
By Whiſper round, 

= They all then found 
Nie was no damage Peaſant. 
So while John ſtood -- 

= The beſt he cou'd, 
W-xpecting their Deciſion, 
Damn him, ſays one, . 
Let, him be gone, 

He's of our own . 
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FE: * New SONG, writ L Mr. Burkhead. 


Us Tt + | 
iſt . La * dear Melinde's Arms, Pong 
9 t engaging, oh ! how ſhe n, 
14 Graces more divine 
| | | | In her Perſon ſhine, | 
14 RH Thau Years ſelf cou'd ever boaſt. - 
| Graces more, &c. | 


: 
| | | | LE In the ſoft Moments of Love, 
ö 
f 
1 


Melting, panting, oh | how ſhe may es. 
Come, come, come, my Dear, 
Now we've naught to fe. 
. Mortal ſure was never io bet. „ f 2 2 

Come, come, come, SIC. LET 
| 7 


Pray don't trifle, my Deareſt, ee, 
4 1 Mall die with Tranſports I fear. 
9 | _ Claſp nie faſt, my Life, | 
will more Pleaſure give, 
'Both our Stocks of Love let's join. 
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"A Cure for the Spleen. D 
Now our Souls are charm'd in Blifs, - +. | 
W Raptures flow from ev'ry Kiſs, TT | 
Words cannot reveal N . 

The fierce Joys I feel, N 
Tis too much to bear and live. ie 
Words cannot, &ce. | | : 


Wars, 
So lame of your Foots, and your Face full of Scar, 
ee your poor Shela, who with great Grief was fill d, | | 
ou, my dear Joy, when I think you were kilkd> _-_ | 
With a fa, lay la. Pon ny 


0G 14 3 of "> 336 41 
\ ExrCatholick Brother, are you come from the 
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That we two are marry'd; my Dear, ſpare no Coſt, 
But ſend him ſome Letter upon the laſt Poſt. 
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e The Meryy Muſcionzoy, 


O my Shoul, my dear She/a, I'm glad you ſee me 
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By Crim — and St. Pat 
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Dont cry then, my Shela, Il return to adore thee, 72 
Jo quick I'll be after, juſt coming before thee, 


To love thee much better than any Potata. 
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Old Philemy my Father, was full fourſcore Years old, 


if 
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II 


For if I were dead now, I cou'd not ſee thee : 
The Cuts in my Body, and the Scars in my Face, 
I got them in fighting for her Majeſty's Grace. 


III. | 
But, oh, my dear Hela, doſt thou now love me 
So well as you did cer I went to the Sea? 
| , my dear Joy, I do, 
And we ſhall be marry*d to Morrow, juſt now, 


Il make a Cabin for my Deareſt, to keep off the Cold, 
And I have a Guinea of yellow red Gold; | 
To mzke three Halfs of it, I think will be beſt, 

Give two to my Shela, and the tird to the Prieſt. 


2 


V. 
My Shelz, go to the Church, whilſt I go call 
Yaung Dermot to be Bride-maids to us both all. 


TH teach thee Backgammon, thou faireſt of Roſes, 
And give thee ſome Sneeſing for both thy tivo Noſes. 
Thou art ſweeter than Sugar, which makes it my Fate: 


VII. 


And tho' he be dead, he'll be glad to be told, N 
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A Cure for the Spleen.” 


nd in roy Nations tell - 

Cruelty 3 Charms. | 

e, ye briny Billows, wh 

3 me from my Soul; 

e, ye briny Billows, i, a 

| convey me from my Soul ; 

e the cruel Fair, 

Cauſe of my Diſpair, 

forc'd me hence to go, 

re ſtormy Winds do blow, on” 

re raging Seas do tofs and mount, 

h Dangers that I can't recount. _ 

give me ſhewing thus my Woe, 

re raging Seas dotofs and mount, 
Dangers that I can't recount, : 

proeive me ſhewing thus my Woe. 


44 

hen you hear of Deeds in War, 7 
i by your faithful Swain, BYE 
ink, O think ! then from afar, —_— 
s you conquer d all were ſlain ; | 
y calling on your Name, Fay r 


quer d vhereſde er L came. 
my Fate not be 0 : 
ep my Body free 

Wounds and Bruiſes too, 

ſt Honour I perſue, 15 5 
vou d raiſe my Reputation; 
pain T'd looſe in Paſfivn, _ 
elory that *twas done for you. 


duld grins Death once aſſail me, 
11d never fright your Slave; 
tune ſelf could never fail me, 
you can make my Grave. Wy 
eſtiny ſhou'd grant Reprieve, 5 
d not die if you ſaid live. Kg 
it to be found 


the World around, | 
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As you in me may prove, 
I'd never aſk Return, 
But patiently wou'd burn, 


Nor more your gen'rous Pity move, 


— 


O my guardian Angel, ſay, 
Can ſuch Proofs your P.ſſion gain; 
If it can, I'Il bleſs the Day 
That I venture on the Main; 
Then with Joy, cry Hillows owl, 
And convey me to my Soul; 
Return with Glory crown'd, 
Upon the lowly Ground, 
Kneel at your Feet a while, 
And there my Fears begnile, 
And think my Toll repaid, 
If yow'd vouchſafe, dear Maid, 
To crown my Labours with a Smile. 


ff 


— . 
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A Health to the preſent Conſtitution. 


£ Health to the N Conflitution. 


up the mighty 1 carkling Bow), 

et's join in a Health without control, 
pions Mem'ry of the Soul 

t form d the Revolution : _ 

Loyal Lads here's three in a Hand, 


ey one by the other firmly ſtand, 
guard our Conſtitution, 
| + "OS | 
in Hands, and Merry be, 
you the Right, while the Left pledge me, 
Healch let's all agree 
debrate the Union: 
h and South, our Patriots ali, 
ghty ANNE, who gave the Call, - 
2 crn{ii'd our Foes, who loud did baul, 
parate Communion. 
III. 
des the Faction mean to da, 
y nor honeſt be, nor true, 
5 he Devil what's his Due, 
JV may all remember: 


an, and the Church, and che Laws of the Land, 


ha: 


2 
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16 The Merry Miffcian; or, 
"uk Did not Sedition preach up High, 
To rouze the 7ack's enrag'd to fly, 
And pull from the Throne her Majeſty, 
I be fifth of laſt November. 
With Pleaſure they view old England's Scars, 
And ſtill wou'd renew her Civil Wars, 
For this they now foment new Jars, 
And curſe the Toleration : 
Nor need. we doubt Sz ell, 
1 ns and Le-——}y know full well, 
That the Plan of the Plot was form'd in Hell, 
To dn the Britiſi Nation, 


They pray for the Church, their Biſhops late, 
” Swear to the Crown, diſown the State, 
And wretched Stuff they give of late, 
To ſooth our Faiths Defender: 
Their empty Tricks make all Men ſmile, 
To ſee their Schemes themſelves beguile, 
And think they're ſerving all the while 
Their little ſham Pretender, | 
2 VI. 
What mighty Conteſt now and then, 
Employing both the Prefs and Pen, 
Twixt Lord knows who, and Brother Zen, 
| To try the Force of Reaſon. : | 
But in the End, our wholeſome Laws, 
| Wich honeſt Hearts and deſerv' d Applauſe, 
Are ſearching the Merits of the Cauſe; 
Pray Fate it prove not Treaſon. 
1 VII 
In flowing Cups let's friendly heat 
The Jars in State or Common-Weal, * 
The Health we drink, let none conceal; 
Diur noble Legiſlators : | 
May Peace and Plenty bleſs their Seed, 
Dur Fleet and Armies till fucceed, 
Queen, Lords,, and Commons, all agreed) 
In ſpighto fConſpirators, 
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/ on a bigh Amour at St. James's; the _ 
words by Mr. Dun, and ſet to a proty | 


comical Tune, 
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1 . 

8 Cu Lord Frog to Lady Morſe, 

Croakledom hee, croakledom ho, 

Dwelling near St. Fames's Houſe, 
Cocky my Chary ſhe 

Rode to make his Court one Diy 

In the merry Month of May, 

When the Sun ſhone bright and gay, 
Twiddle, come twiddle twee. 


| Lord Frog. IT. 

Oounteſs, you've three Daughters fine, 

Croalledom hee, &c. 

1 Fd fain make the youngeſt mine, 
Cocky my, &c. 

Im well made as ever was Male, 

Only baring one fimple Ail, 

Pox upon't, I've never a Tail, 
Twiddle come, & c. 


Lady Monfe. III. 5 

Welcome, noble Peer to Town, 

Croaklodom, &c. 
1 ſtraight call my Darling down, 
"Cocky my, &c. 
So much Wealth will ſure prevail, 
Yet I wiſh that you might not fail, 
Your fineLordihip had à Tail. 
' Twiddle, &c. 


Lord Frog. IV. 
Here ſhe comes ſhall be my Spouſe, . 
Ciroakledom, &c. 

F hell . to grace my Houſe, 

a Cocky my, &c. | 
.P've a Head where Love can plant, 

Tho a trifling Tail 1 want ; 

; Will you, fair One, lixing, grant, | 

| ns, &c. 
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ei jo? the Spleen. 


Miſs Morſe. V. 
17 ne'er to one conſent, 
Croa łledom, & c. 
ie that needful Ornament, 
n Char) me; 

Hole Rat too ſo well known, 
2 Swinger has on's own, 
Wh © will let mie wed to none, 


{ord Frog. VI. 
can't, my Voice 1s low, 
ey Crochledom, &c, 
Dancing dare Santlow, 
. W Cocly my Chary foe. 
nn altho' my Bum be bare, 
it own *tis ſmooth and fair, 
Scars of Yen there. 
% ua dale, WC. 


| 


oh: 4 
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is Morſe. VII. 
Fe ve treat you at our Cheeſe, 
5 Cre: tledom, &c. 
that naked Part one ſees, 
A del iy Char me; 
e d cloſe, we creep and craw!, 
er. you fooim, or diving fall; 
or Shame, you ſhew us all. 
W; dle, &c. | 
Lord Frog. VIIL 
de ou re on theſe lofty Strains, 
. Hedom, &c. 
get one ſhall value Brains, 
acky my Chary ſhe ; 
5 ouſe.} Now your Lordſhip idly prates, 
ſe that will have conſtant Mat 
@ ve Tails, a5 well as Pates, 5 
| idle, &c. a 2 
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. 4 The TR TFLE; | Set by Ar. D. Purcell 


I. 
Trifling Song you ſhall hear, 
1 Begun with a Trifle, and ended; 
All rrifling People draw near, 
And I ſhall be nobly attended. 
| Were it not for Trifles a few, 
Thar lately have come into Play, 
Men would want ſomething to do, 
And Women want ſomething to ſay, 


What makes Men trifle in dreſſing, 
Becauſe the Ladies they know 
Admire by their often poſſeſſing, 
That eminent Triflea Beau. 
When the Lover his Moment has trifl'd, 
The Trifle of Trifles to gain, 
No ſconer the Virgin is riff d, 
But a Trifle ſhall part them again. 
N III. 
0 What mortal Man cord be able 
At White's half an Hour to fic? 
Or who cou d bear a Tea-Table, 
Without taking Trifles for Wit? 
A Coach with fix Foot-men behund, 
I count neither Trifle nor Sin, 
But, ye Gods! how oft do we find 
A ſcandalous Trifle within. 
* W. 
The Stage is a Trifle, ſome ſav, 
The Reaſon pray carry along, 
HgRhecauſe thatev'ry new Play 
The Honſe is with Trifles ſo rhrong» 
But all Peoples Malice to ſtifle, 
Anddlſet us all on a Foot, 
T be Author of this is a Trifle, 
And the Song is à Trifle to boot. 
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ad the Vicar of Taunton Dean, | roll Fl 
and le! tell ye the Bains were aſked; | N (0 
od vat Capon he had vers Pains, „ 
ent it Home in 2 Baſket, An 
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Mor Occaſion have ver a as, | 
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24 The 3 fx ie or, 
| And a Friday Night | 
I wasby right 
To have prov'd if ſhe was a Maiden ; - 
And now ſhe is run | 
With a Soldier to Town, 
Heydledom, deydledom, cudden Tom, 
Sing heydledom, heydledom, cudden. 
II. 


ä My Mother ſhe zold her blue Game Cock, 
And a dainty Brood of Chicken, 

Then bought her zelf a Canvaſs _— 
And rack'd it up in the Kitchen; 

And ſhe bought me a Cambrick Band, 
With a Bumpkin pair of Breeches, 

Not thinking but Foan 

Would have made me her own, 
But I vaith ſhe*d-have none of the Verches, 
1 dudden, cudden Tom. 


Heydled om, &c. 
N z m. 


Tull take a Hatchet and hang my zelf, 
Before Fil endure theſe Laſſes, 
Or teſe a Rope in a doleſome Well, 
For I never can bear theſe Croſſes; 
Or L'Il go to ſome Beacon high, 
For I vaith I am welly wooden, 
And throw my zelf down, her Kindneſs to try, 
Heydledom, ie, cudden, 
Heydon, — cudden Tom, 
W Ty 


1 ſhe can think *tis a better Trade, 
This ſhooting of Guns, and ſlaſhing, 
She Il find her zelf but a zimple Jade, 
For there's more to be got by — 
I neerfhall beg : 
Without a Legs | 


Nor Cripple become, 
By my vollowing 4 Drum. | 


to a prety French Tune. 
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Moderate Man. The Word: zy Mr. D'Urfey, 
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The Moderate Man. 


Oer a Tub of ſtrong Ale 
8 Met in Aylisbim) Vale, 
Where there 1:1'd a plump Laſs, they call'd buxo:n \ 


b 


A Tory, a hig, and a moderate Man, 


£ 
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Tory 2 Londoner, proud and high, 
Whig was a Trades-man plaguy fly, 
Trimmer a Farmer, but merry and dry, 
nd thus they their Suit began. 
Nancy, we're come to put in our Claim, 
dl Ao upon Wedlock's pleaſing Game. 
wy s Zacob the Big, 
A Wiliem the Whag, 
x Roger the Grig, 
Lads as e&er were buckl'd in Girdle faſt, 
a which will you chooſe 
g tye with a Nooſe, 
Wife we mult carry, what Ce comes on't ; 
Then think upon't ; 
never be ſorry when you 've dan t, 
4 „ like us the worle for wooing ſo blunt. 
hen tell us who pleaſes beſt. 
II. 
als, who was not of the Mot ion iy, 
ne ripe Years of her Life 
| ing twenty and five, 
e Words of her Hover ſtraight made Reply; 
und you believe me à Girl worth Gold, 
And know too you like my Copy-hold; 
id (ince Fortune favours the Briſk and the Bold, 
One of ye I mean to try; 
lam not for you, nor Sacheverel!'s Cauſe, 
Jou with yaur Had Humms and Hiws 3 
No Jacob the Big, 8 
Nor M illiam the Whig, 
But Roger the Grig, 
„ Alirth and Mildneſs happily pleaſe me can ; 
Dis him Iwill chooſe 
tor th“ conjugal Noaf* : | 
that you the Chus ch-Bully may rave. * rant; 
and you may can't, 
Moth. are impeach'd by Parliamenc 3 
« Union and Peace that the Nation does Want; 
50 I'm for the POTEN. 
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Set and ſung ty Mr. Leveridge, at 5. 
Malter's Feat, on her Majefty's Bir. 
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A Care for the Spleen. 31 
The Poſt-· Maſter's Fraſf. 


om, Room for the Poſt, who with Zeal for the Queen, 
ic Pegaſus flies, tho his Scrub is but lean; 
Tho dirty or duſty, 
ho thirſty, yet truſty, 
The reſtleſs Knight-Errant, 
While Anne's his Warrant 
„night of the Road, of high Honours can boatt, 
g reateſt of Subjects give Way to thePolt ;, 
With a tive, tive, tive, tive. 
Think it no Scorn, 
its, Soldiers, and Courtiers, 
zwe Way, give Way, give Way to the Horn, 
CHORUS. 
| Cite, Soldiers, and Conrtiers, 
_ GE Ways give. Way, Jive Way to the Horny, 
. Cits, Soldiers, and Corrtiers, 
ive Way, give Way, give Way to the Hur. 


The Secrets we Hand to the Fair and the Great, 

and ain, ſpite af Diſtance, each Region and State. 
obe, Joy, and all Paſſions, our Motions muſt wait, 

Vhile we from a Bag, deal all Stations their Fate. 

fe, Haſte then, Poſt-Haſte, in this Dag live an Age, 
Glaſſes poſt on quick, relieve em each Stage; 

1/2 2/1 Night on our Letters like States- Men we- pore, 

y Heaven With her Birth- Day, All Bleſſings reſtore, 

With a Tive, tive, tive. 
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The famons Ballad of the Fart, never printed 5 
Written by Mr, DUrtey. 3 


| I, 
d. "4 E Zacks of the Town, 
And Whigs of Renown, 
Leave off your Jarrs and Spleen, 
And haſtè to your Arms, 
All taronging in Swarms, 
Be ready to guard the O -n. 
With a hum, Irim, hum, hum. 


II. 
For laſt L—d's Day, | 
At St. 7—'s,; they ſay, 
A ſtrange odd Thing did chance; 
Which put into the News, 
All Holland would amuſe, 
But would make 'em rejoyce in France. 


With a Hum, &c. III. t 
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III. 

| dach Commoner and Peer 

O both Houſes were there, 

S -:d Folks of each Rank and Station, 
5 lad thither free Recourſe, 
dom the Keeper of the Purſe, 

To the Mayor of a Corporation, 


——— — —— oooh 0g ee — 
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FA With a Hum, &. | 
f IV. | 
| Shen at Noon, as in State, | *% 2 
| be n Was at Meat, 
| AG the Nobles all ſtood by her, 

| Ft there was heard, 


= That the Company ſcar 'd, 
VJBaun at their Ears had tix d, 
3 Vith a Hum, &c. 
nich irreverent Sound | 
| Made erm ſtare all around, 
in each Countenance lower; 
*hilſt Judgment thereupon, 
ald it needs muſt be done, f 
\: aftrontuvag the Sovereign Power: 
tha Hum, &. Mi 
| VI. | | 
The Chaplain in Place | 
Had but juſt ſaid Grawe, 
4304 chen, cringing, behind withdrawn, 
When they calFd him back, | 
examine if the Crack 
e from him, or the L- ds in Lawn. 
14 Hum, &c. 
| VII. 
ror juſt by the Chair 
dna far E s were there, 
= dom the H hig Boys fain would betp tte, 
II ſcrewing on a Look 
e made Oath. upon the Book, 
n the Clergy knew nought of che Matter, 
f the Hum; VC 
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The Merry Muſiciamz or, 
VIII. 
But they would not fwear, 
For the Parties were there, 
Of the high Church, and the low; 
Who by a preſſing Zeal 
For the Good ot Commonweal, 
Might let ſome of their Bagpipes blow. 
With a Hum, &c. 
| | IX. 
At this, when heard, 
Late Controuler ſtrok'd his Beard, 
And declar'd with an antick Bow, 
Tho” of ſome he nothing knew, 
Yet that he would vonch for two, 
That's himſelf and his Brother F—-— 7 —— » 
For the Hum, &c. | 
Xx. 
For the Squire was well bred, 
And his Key might have hat 
But refus'd for an old State: Tric k; 
And himſelf fo lik'd rhis Reign, 
He had thrown away his Cane, ; 
To ſupply it wich . 7's white Stick. 
And a Hum, &c. 
XI. 
Then t'other Side, 
Who the F==t too deny'd, 
Sent a Law Peer to plead their Caſe, 
How they had no Intent 
To affront the Government, 
Nor had he to regain the Mace. 
With a Hum, Sc, 
XII. 
A Garter and Star 
The next Cenſure did bear, 
Who, for all he look'd ſohigh, 
And carry'd it ſo grear 
In the Intrigues of the State, 
Yet might condeſcend to let fly 
Hum; &c. | 


333 5 XIII. Bl 
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A Cure for the Spdeen. 325 
XIII. 
gut he in a Heat 
5aid the Thing ia Debate | 
[-1poſ?d on each Sex might be, ' 1 
And would have made it clear, 
That ſome Dutchefles there 
ere as likely to do't as he. 
ith a Hum, &. 
XIV. 
The Colour then roſe 
Mongſt the noble Furbulews 
Honour, and moſt too Wives, 
V no tookt on their Rep, 
That they ne er made ſuck Scape, 
 &er did ſuch a Thing in their Lives 
E "Wick a Hum, &. 
Þ XV, 
| But the gigling Rout 
Prat were waiting round about, 


bl 


Conn R 
we ! - - 4 


Is likely were heedleſs Jades, 

That ſaving their own Fame, 
Ihey endeavour d by the Sham, 
bo la ve turn'd it upon the poor Maids, 
= ih « Hum, &c. s 
Y XVI. 


Who all drown'd in Tears, 
Charg'd the Ladies there in Years, 
do tell Truth, if that hidious Roar, 
£9 Culverine Hie Sent, 


"xom audacious Fundament, 


Culd conſiſt with their ee 7 
And the Hum, &c, 


ho anfwering, No, * 
413 Diſputes fell ſo, v3 
For now they agreed it was Reaſon 
o paſs the Matter off 
„Joke; and in a Laugh, » 
nde they never could make it high Treaſon | 
or — 2 Ec. : 
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, XVTIE. 
So that turning the Jeſt, 
They agreed it at laſt, 
That none e er durſt ſo preſume ; : 
But the Noiſe that they heard, 
Was ſome Yeoman of the Guard, 
Who brought Diſhes into the next Room, 
And the Hum, &c. 
XIX. 
But whether twas Chance, 
Or real Impudeneg, 
There's none but the Doer can tell; 
So that buſhing up the Shame, 
The Beef-eater hore the Blame, 
And the Qn, d be praisd, Ain A well. 
With 4 hum, Inon, hum, bum. 
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we} herſelf all perfect bright, 
mid to ſee the God of Day. 
ar:n111g Proſpect, verdant Trees, 
Azure Hills, enamel'd Sky, 

G with warbling Notes to pleaſe, 
SLY Ng each which Mall outvy- 


The faſhionable Shepberd:ſs. 


the Break of Morning Light, 
When the marble Sky look'd gay, 


Lisbeay 


38 The Mere e 5 er, 


| Tisbea then with wond'rovs Haſte, 
1 O'er a Green-ſworch Plain fhe few ;. 
1 Thus my Angel, as ſhe paſt, 

ö The Eyes of ev/rg Shepherd drew. 
+| When they had the Nymph eſpy'd, 


5 All amaz'd, cry'd, There fhe goes; 
1 Thus by blooming Beaury try d, 
1 Thought a fecond Sun aruſe 


Ey*'y Swain the Sun miſtoak, 
Daal'd by refulgent Charms, 
And with Joy their Flocks forſook, 
For to follow Love's Allarms. 
AN *cill now were perfect Friends, 
Beund by Innocence and Truth; 
Till fly Love, to gain his Ends, 
. Made a Diff rence twixt each Youth. 


Fach enpected which ſhould be 
Made the happy Man by Love; 
While, tor Want of Liberty, 
None could truly happy prove. 
But at length they all arriv'd 
To a charming eaſy Grove, 
Where the Nymph nad well contriv d 
, ZobE happy with her Love. | 


| There, in amarous Folding twin 4, 
© Strephon with his Lisbea lay, 
Both to mutual Joys inelin'd, 
Let their Inclinations ſtray. 
As the curling Vines embracing 
Fondly of the Oak around, 
So the blooming Nymphs carefſing 
Of her Swain, with Peau crown'd, 


N Wee How ſurpriz'd was ev'ry Swain, 
When they found the N ymph engaged ; 
kt "-pifap point ment highter'd Pain, 

* 9 AT es is inade them more enraged, 


A Cure for the Splæen. 


ou {elf with Reſolution, 
ache moft revengful He, 
contrive her Swain's Confaſion,. 
him fall as much as we. 


=. Puniſhments they invented 

torture helpleſs He 
---:geful, neer contented, 

da 2 vaſt degree: 

ire ſenvious in the Rear, 

e Sentiments let Hip, 

We | im like the Cavalier, 

fer the Opers him equip» 


tht —__—. ht ted... * 8 8 2 _— 


| Ella? by the late Lord Dorſet, when at Sa. 
before printed. 
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4 Ballad by the late Earl of Dorſet. 
8 5 I, 
vou, fair Ladies, now at Land, 
We Men at Sea indite; 
Rut firſt won'd have you underſtand 
How hard it is to writ. 
The Muſes now, and Neptune tou, 
we muſt implore, to write to you, 
Wirtha Fa, la, la, Ia, la 
"The Muſes now, and Neptune roc, 
We muft implore, fo write to you, 
With a Fa la, a, la, Ia. 

| II. 

But tho the Muſes ſhon'd be kind, 
And fill our empty Brain; 

Yer if rough Neptune cauſe the Wind 

To roufe the azure Main, 

Our Paper, Peus, and Ink, and We, 
I; Row! up and down our $hi ps at Seay 
ib Fa, Ia, &c. 

Dur Paper, . 


; II. Then 
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III. 
neu if we write not by each Poſt, 
i bink not that we're unkind : 
et conclude that we are loſt 
By Dutch, by French, or Wind; 
r Grief will find a ſpeedier Way. 
ue - Tide ſhall bring them twice a Ly, 
4 1th Fa, la, la, &. 
| IV. 
2 King, with Wonder and Surpriz:; 
. 1 think the Sea's grown bold; 
0¹ 1 the Tide docs higher riſe 
Than e'er it did of Old; 
2: let him know that *tis our Tears 
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Pends Floods of Grief to H hite · Hal Stairs, 


15 ith 4 Fa, la, da, Vc. 
| V. 
u Count Tordlorſe but come to know 
Our ſad and diſmal Story, 
he French wou'd ſcorn ſo weak a Foe, 
ere they can get noGloly ; 
0: what Refiſtance can they find 
en has left their Hearts behind! 
With « Fa, la, la; Vo. 
VI. 
0 paſs our tedious Time away, 
ve throw the merry Main, 
eile at ſerious Ombræ play. 
Bur why ſhau'd we in vain 
ach other's Ruin thus purſiie? 
We were undone when we left yon. 
1th a Fa, la, la, &c. 
VII. 
hen any mournful Tune you hear, 
That dies in e'ery Note, 
it ſigh'd for each Man's Care 
For being ſo remote; | 
Tank then how often Love we've made 
I. tou while all thoſe Tunes were play” & 
ith a Fa, la, lay NC. | 


ID 
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W 42 The Merry Muſician; or, 
ö VIII. 
N Let Wind and Weather do their worſt, 
6 Be you to us but kind; 
| Let Frerch-Men vapour, Duteh-Men curſæ, 
| i No Sorrows we ſhall find. 
\ ws Tis then no matter how Things go, 
Nor who's our Friend, or who our Foe. 
With a Fa, la, la, &c. 
S | * 
Thus having told you all our Loves, 
5 And likewiſe all our Fears, 
| In hopes this Declaration moves 
Somme Pity to our Tears; 
Let's hear of no inconſtancy, 
We have too much af that at Sea. 
With a Fu, la, la, &c. 
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A nn, ta. Lett. 


2 Tenement to . 
T hope will pleaſe you all ; 

* you'd know the Name of it, 
Erie called Cunny- Hall. 


rated in a pleaſant Vale, 
-neath a rifing-Hill : 

is Tenement is to be lett, 

% whoſoner I will D 


Years, for Months, for Weeks, or Days, 
bett this famous Bow'r; 

Fo TA ther than a Tenant want, 

Le ert it for an Hour, 


12; round about, a pleaſant Grove, 
P 0 \ ade it from the Sun . 

| underneath is Well-Water, 

33 pheaſhacl y does run, 


co its "EM? 
p * * b 4 
. i "— . 
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ere, if you're hot, you may be cool'd 3 
cold, you may find Heat; 

„ well-contrived Spring, 

ot little, nor too great. 


Place is very dark by Night, 
nc i it is by Day; 

hen you once are enter'd in; 
ou cannot loſe your Way. 


hen you're in, go boldly on, 
n 62-3 | 

1! you reach tothe Honſe-Topy 
all be where ne er was Mail, 
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| Joy fo true Proteſtants &:0F; the Revolution 1 
pleated. Being a loyal Ballad on King Ges g- 
glorious Acceſion to the Throne of Cr» 
Britain. 


IN roth, Friend Harry, 
I can't but be merry, 
12 chopping and changing of late; 
Whigs did teaze ye, 
"ime Tories co pleaſe ye, 
the Holes had been made i'ch' State: 
at * the Death of the Queen *twas ſo tore, 
{tic did patch it by twenty four, 
D acate-me nders as ever Were known; 
o kept it il] tight 
bs the Hannover Right, 
4 George on the Britiſu Throne. 


7 


Now he's Defender, 
We dread no Pretender, 


ti ought annoy us, 

King George will ſtand by us, 

ake em Know that he's Maſter here, 
t t Do tor Bing) but offer once more, 
peach ſuch Stuff as he did before, 
ave his Deſert, and in Halter will ſwing, 
As high as his Steeple, 

70 ſhew to the People, 
6 ulld by a juſt good King. 


Lameſtick Traytors, 

Ir foreign Abettors, 
empty Schemes, and their plotting give o'er 

find on Tryal, 

de Nation is loyal, X 
pt a iew whom they'll Truſt no more. 
1c Gold ſhall ceaſe to take Place in our Ille, 
d G4/3ck Councils no more beguile: 


tate made whole, and our Church out of Fear; 
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And leave us a neer failing Line. 


nem Ballad, fung at Meſſieurs Brook a 


Our faithful Allies will our Happineſs crown, 
And join when tis fitting, 
With ev'ry true Britton, 

To pull the French Tyrant down. 


Whilſt we have Wealth, 
Let's drink the King's Health, 
His great Wiſdom ſoon will ſupply us with mor- 
Our Laws hel nouriſh, 
Our Trade he'!! make flouriſh, 
And we hereafter ſhall ne'er be poor. 
Be long his Reign, and attended with Peace. 
To Monarch's Glory, and Subject's Eaſe ; 


And when divine Wiſdom will have him reſign. 


The Hero his Son, 
May he rule as he's done, 


—_ . — 6 


. „ 


lier's Club, at the Temple- Tavern in Fl 
ſtreet. | 


m_— 


ä IG te 


© i:urs Brook and Hillier's Clab-Ballad. 


＋. I. 
Wee 74's in the Chair, and e ery one here 
Ap bears in gay Humour, and eaſy, 
wu ſhow'd not I a new Ballad try, 
aht Brethren o'th' Bottle, to pleaſe ye ? 
Wine is my Theme, this all on's eſteem, 7 
x 51068 and Hellier cannot wrong us; | 
hem get Wealth, who keep us in Heaich, 
brantzing neat Liquors amoiig us. 
inter of late has got an Eſtate, 
brewving and Sophiſtication; | 
Cyder and Slows they've made adamn'd Dot 
> p2tion'd one half of the Nation. 
lelier and Brook a Method have took 
prove them all Scoundrels and Noddies, 
ne w/ us a Way which (if We don't ſtray) 
fave both our Pockets and Bodies, 
NE III. | 
penerous Juice briſk Blood will produce, 
d #2yid Ones raiſe to the boni'ſt; 
Poets and Wits of you that are Cits, 
« Lawyers, If pofſible, honeſt, 


if 
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_ We'll Loyaliſts be, and bravely agree, 
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If any are fick, or find themſelves weak, 
With Symptoms of Gout or the Scurvy, 
This will alone, the Doctor muſt own, 
Frobatum eff, healthy preſerve ye. 
IS, IV. 


Haveany here Wives that lead *em fad Lives, 
For you know what, pouting and ſtorming ; 

Then drink of this Wine, and it will incline 
Ihe weakeſt to vig'rous perfoming; 

Fach Spouſe wil! ſay then, Pray go there again 
Tho' Money for th Reck ning you borrow 5 

Nay, for ſuch Bub, here Til pay your Club, 
So go there again, Dear, to Morrow. 

Tho one drinks red Port, another's not for't, 
But chuſes Viana, or white Wine; 

Each takes what ſuits beſt his Stomach or Taſte 

Let c ery one's ſure he drinks right Wine. 

Thus pledg'd, we all ſit, and thus we are knit 
In Friendſhip together the longer; 

As Muſick in Parts enlivens our Hearts, 
And renders the Harmony ſtronger. 

VL 

Now, God bleſs the Queen, Peers, Parl:ament-Mc!, 
And keep*em like us in true Concord; 

And grant that all thoſe who dare be her Foes, 

At Tybrern may ſwing in. 2 ſtrong Cord. 


With Lives and Eſtates to defender her ; 
So then ſne Il not care, corne Peace, or come Wa. 
For Lewis, che Pope, or Pretender. 
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e Authentick Letter of Marſbal de 
BE fflers to the French Airg, on the late wifor- 
Vote, but glorious Bat tel, (as be calls it) near 
ions, parapbraſiically done into Metre, in 
; $ en Engliſh. Set to a famous Tune on th 
Hp. Written by Mr, D Urfey. - 
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\ (| FE. ſend you, Sir, one Letter, 
LV i Me viſh it were a better; 
aud here me write 
Of our laſt Fighr, | 
and who yas Conquelt gettes. 
D 55 Dame 
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Abe Merry Muſician: . 
II. 
Dame Fortune vas a [ilt, Sir, 
Dat ſo much Blood has ſpilt, Sir; 
We own our Loſs, 
But yet it was 
A noble glorious Tilt, Sir. 
III. 
And FR de Field be deirs, Sir, 
As now it plain appears, Sir, 
So brave and ſtout 
De French ne'er fought, 
Morbleiw, dis hunder Years, Sir. 
IV. 
Fillars and I long ſtood, Sir, 
Encamp'd within a Wood, Sir, 
He Left, 1 Right, 
Where we did fight 
As long as &er we cou'd, Sir. 


And to afright like Giants, 
And offer dire Defiance, 
Fearleſs to die, 
In Works Noſe high! 
We ventur'd bold as Lions, 
VI. 
But d F nemy broke troo, Sir, 
As dey are us d to do, Sir, 
And made us flinch 
From treble Trench, 
Be gar, me tell you true, Sir. 
ä VI. 
And manfully retiring, 
To "ſcape de plaguy Firing, 
We wheel d about, 
And ſav'd a Rout, 
To all de World's admiring.” 
VIII. 
Villars i'th' Knee vas wounded, 
By Horſe and Foot ſurrounded ; 
Andof my Hurt 
You'll have Report 
Ms foot: as me have found it. 


\ 


IX. 
nf Heel, dey ſay's my Blow, Sir, 
Was hurt fo, Sir; 
De Deevil and all 
| Vas in dat Ball, 
W/.ingarm'd from Top to Toe, Sir. 
8 wn 
was by wiſe retreating, 
y i en Orders were repeating 
| For when all's done, 
De World muſt own, 
e 1144 victorious beating. 
| XI. 
ir dey' ve loſt twice our Men, Sir, 
| 17 yowll believe my Pen, Sir; 
And fince a Wood, 
Does fo much Good, 
$i: ne'er fight on a Plain, Sir. 
| | XII. 
our times we made em run, Sir, 
8 And yet dey wou'd come on, Sir; 
'Twas well deyr Foot 
Stood boldly to't, 
u elſe had been undone, Fir. 
| XIII. 
ran charm'd his Forces; 
He 107 one, two, tre Horſes ; 
De Duc de Graich 
Shot near de Britch, 
D:zrve Heroick Verſes, 
XIV. 
0 ee. gez in monſtrous Paſlion- 
ck'd his Rebel-Nation; 
Begar Monſieur, 
He hope next Year 
You! make a new Invaſion. 
XV. 
Far de Odds muſt be, Sir; 
Vicus, as all might ſee, Sir, 
et me have ſwore 
Deir Troops avere more 
Te infinite Degree, Sir. E 
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XVI. 
Or if you will make Peace, Sir, 
For fear our Luck decreaſe, Sir, 
Dere ne'er was known 
Since War begun, 
So fit a Time as dis, Sir. 
XVII. 
All, a}! our Troops did Wonders, 
And of more martial Thunders 
I' write again, 
But nov” in Pain, 
Leave off for fear of Blunders. 
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Dapper Dickey. 1 
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1. 1 ö 
N a barren. Tree, e I 1 
As I chanc'l for to be Un j1 
£4. ol acorn?» ad & * Wig ff 
the North as I was Journ ing, 0 14 


There did I hear, 
Of a Company near, 
in z woſul Caſe of Mourning : 
£112, one, is he blown, is he floven, is he Southward,. 
row na bemoan, may be Norchward ; 
7 ay be, Sobs niay be, Grief, quite, quir: Gone, 
Lad whom T love {0 dearly, gone? 
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Ving, Gone, is he blown, is he flow n, is he Southwrard, 
"= may e may be Northward ; | 
D 3 Sigbs 
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WAS A dapper Dickey, -. -- 1610” 
was a dapper Dickey. | 14 
II. "$900 
Onr Joys are fled, | | 
aud our Heels are Lead, 7 1 1 
-\5 Capers here rebounding ; 0 | 1 
Hur Bagpi pes gone, 1 
4nd our Mixth is done, TH 
No Mufick here is ſounding; - f ? 
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Sighs may be, Sobs may be, Grief, quite, qui 26 
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1 Is the Lad that I love ſo dearly, gone ? * 
48 ITwas a dapper Dickey, &c. LE 
SY The Sun when it Lets, a" 
4 Pe next Morning jets, IF 
|S Bur Dickey's gone for ever, ; Y 
1 The Flowers that die, 
1 The next Spring we ſpy, ] 
L But Dickey ſhall be never. 0 
7 W 


$aying, Gone, is he blown, is he flown, is he Sc::.; 
Sorzovy may bemoan, may be Northward ; U 

Zighs may be, Sobs may be, Grief, quite, quite gc 
Is the Lad that I love ſodearly, gone? = 
"was a dapper Dickey, &. 5 
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The Mohocks. 


I. 
Here's à new Set of Rakes, 
Entitl'd Mokocks, 
- infeft her Majeſty '* Subjects: 
He who meets em at Night, 
Muſt be ready for Flight, 
ich ſtanding he many a Drub gets. 
II. 
Ii the;r nightly Pacrole, 
: They ap and down rowi, 
one odily Fear of the Nation: 
3 Some fay they are Gentle- 
1 Men, otherwiſe ſimple, 
Wi their Senſe like their Reputation. 
F- III. 
Others ſay, that che Van's 
Led by Noble Men, 
Tio 10 Foreigners this will but ſound tit. 
Bur let em take Care 
How they manage th' Affair; 
or 2 rd may be kill d by a Scoundrel. 
IV. 
Sorge count it a Plot, 
And the Lord knows what, 
onn¹⁰αοõ ] by the Whigs, out of Sea ſon; 
Hut ſhould it be ſo, | 
By the high Church, or low, 
Pebehlion was always high Treaſon. 


Fie, curb tlie Diſgrace, 
Tis imprudent and baſe; 
take the Advice of a Stranger; 
But if yon go on 
Like Fools, as you've done, 


Wil? you're hang , you 1 be quite out of Dang. 
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Maſter. 
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» % the faireſt of Love's (Ports, 
But cruel as a Dragon , 
ne Terror of the powder'd Beaux, 
att, what has ſhe, what, what, what has ſhe, 
, what has ſhe to brag on ? 
Or 7 whi ile ſhe keeps her Legs fo clots, 
 A---rfe has ſcarce a Rag on. 
_ al d through Want, this wretched Maid 
Dic fad Complaints begin, 
en ſurly Strephon hearing, ſaid, 
it nete both Shame and Sin 
» piiry, to pitty, to pitty, to pitiy ſush an jale J. de, 
he'd neither kiſs nor ſpin; 
ty ſich an idle Jade, 
a, od neither kiſs nor ſpin, 
e neither Kiſs ner ſpin. 
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The 0 Bord, a SONG; the . 
Air. Eſtcourt. 
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The Ordnance Bor d. 


I. 
UR Ordnance Bor'd, 
Such Joys do afford, 
no Mortal, no Mortal, no Mortal, no Mortal, 
No Nortal more can defire. 
Member repairs 
"om the Tower to the Stairs, 
Vater, by W: ater, by Water, by Water, 
By Water goes down to Fire. 
II. | 

zen Piece that's on Shore 

\e ſearch from the Bore, 
o prov ing, to proving, to proving, 

We go in fair Weather. 

Our Glaſſes are large, 

and when ever we diſcharge, 

; Boo, Huzza Boo, Huzza, 

Guns and Bumpers go together, 

III. 

C1 Pulcan for Mars 
F. -rgd Tools for his Wars, : 
on him, enable him 

"> conquer the faſter * 
Bur had Mars ever been 
On our Wookwich Green, 
ye heard Boo, Huzza Boo, Huzza, 
die d have own d great Marit'rounh his Meiler. 
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The comical Dreamer. 
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A Cure for the Spleen. 


The comical Dreamer. 
4, 


Fight a Dream came into my Head, 
/ Thou wer't a fine whiteLoaf of Bread; 
Then if May Butter I could be, 

How I wouw'd Tpread; | 
bel wou'd ſpread my ſelf on thee, 
huis Morning too, my Thoughts run hard, 
hat you were made a cool Tankard; 

Then cou'd I but a Lemon be, 

How 1 wow'd ſqueeze, 

h how I wor'd ſqueeze my Juice in thee ! 


ately, when Fancy too did roam, 
Tho wer't, my Dear, a Honey-Comb, 
And had | beena pretty Bee, 
How I wou'd tuck, 
u how I wou'd creep, Creep iatothee. 
A Vifion too I had of old, 
That thou a Morter wer't of Gold; 
Then cou'd I but the Peſtel be, 
How I wou'd pound, | 
mh - 1ow Iwou'd pound my Spice in thee 
| III. | 
Once odo my Dream did Humour take, 
hon wer't a Bow! of Heffurd*s Rack; 
Zoons, cou'd I then the Ladle be, 
How wou'd I pow'r, | 
4! how wor'd I pow'r out Joys from the. 
Another Time, by Charm divine, 
dream't thou wer't an Orchard fine; 
Then cou'd I but thy Farmer be, 
How I woud plant, 
OD how I wou'd plant my Fruit in thee; 


Soon g fter, Whims came in my Pate, 
Tio wer't a Pot of Chocolate; 
And cou'd I bur the Rowler be, 
How word I rub, 
Ol. wow wou'd L twerl and froth up thee! 
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But fince all Dreams are vain, my Dear, 
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id Let now ſome ſolid Joy appear; 
4 My Soul ſtill thine is prov d to be, 
A Let Body now, let Body now with Soul agree, 
16. | 
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Song. 
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A Cure for the Soloen. 
4 SONG. 


wn in the North Country, 

\: ancient Reports do tell, 
lies 4 famous Country Town, 

call it merry Wakefield ; 

| n this Country Town 
rer there did dwell, 
| Daughter wou'd to Market go 
Tr:afure for to ſell. 


ſe was travelling along 
ils and Mountains high, 
twat her Chance ta looſe her Way, 
:2 a Shepherd ſhe did *ſpy 
»n-pherd, O! Shepherd, quoth the, 
y vays to you God ſend ; 
4/1 > Maid, and ſhall be undone, 
eſt you Rand my Friend, 


wer Hills and Mountains high, 
Ince he Break of Day. 
been travelling many a Mile, 

cannot find my Way. 
owe ſit thee down by me, 
Shepherd reply*d, with a Smile, 
nd I fſhew thee a nearer Way 
i this, by a full long Mile. 


he SH pherd fate him down, 
fair Maid ſhe drew nigh; 
only ond his Bagpppes, wond'rous [2s 
play d melodiouſly. 
11 pla d her ſuch à Tune, 
t le made this fair Maid fing, 
die Muſick of thy Bagpipes 8 
53) my Nerves to ring. 
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66 The Merry Myſutan, or, 
O! Shepherd, O! Shepherd, quoth ſhe, 

E the Time wou'd but permit it, 

I pray thee now play it me over again, 
For fear I {hould forget it. 

He play'd it over again, 
As he had done before, | 

And gave this fair Maid much Delight, 
It pleas'd her more and more. 


92 - 
—— 9 


2 nu —ↄ—ͤ 
— 


„3E 


8 — — Loa 
2 — — — W 
* = * — * 
rr COTS 
b * "TE N 
= 


want Sy mf ge odd a 4 nee 


A TA Ry — — 


My deareſt Swain, quoth ſhe, 
A thouſand times adieu, 

And if ever I chance to loſe my Way, 
To find it I' come to you. 
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£ be Bath Lcazeis. 


{ tell thee, Dich, where 1 have lately been, 
Mont Beauties divine, the like was never ſeen, 
ſome diſmal Wits that were eat up with Spleen. 
There's rare Doings at Bath, 

Rafiling and Fiddling, 

Aud Piping, and Singing; 
T\:re's rare Doings at Bath. 


re ai drink the Waters to recover Health, 
ſome fort of Fools there throw off their Wealth ; 
now and then Kiſſing, but that's done by Stealth. 


nov; for the Crew that paſs in the Throng, 
live by the Gut, or the Pipe, or the Song, 
tezre all the Gentry, as they paſs along. 


I bear a new Boy I've juſt brought to Town; 
fre he will pleaſe you, or elſe knock me down. 


ts, Jean boaſt of my ſelf and two more, 
Leveridge the Baſe, that (weerly will roars, 


all the whole Audience joins in Ancore. 
| | Next 


tres rare Doings at Bath, &Cc, \ 
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. 
1 Next Holcomb, Latuer, and B54 —. er too, 
144 : 
met With Hautboy „one Fiddle, and Tenor ſo blue, 
„ And fuſty old Muſi ION, not one Note of new. 
SPM 
PR 
| f Next Morphew the Harper, with his Pigs Face, 
11 Lies tickling a Tr eble, and vamping a Baſe, 
1 And all he can do, 'tis but Muſick Uifgrace. 


Then comes the Eunuch, to teaze them the for- 
Subſcribe your no Gunieas, to make up four Scor, 
k never perform d at ſo low Rate before, 
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1 Then come the Strolers among che reſt, 

1 And little Puhch Powe], ſo full of nis Jeſt, 

1 With, Pray, Sir, good Madam, it's my Shew | 

1 

E. 5 Thus being tormented, and teaz d to tet Suns 
180 They thougnt the beſt way to be rid of theſe Fools 
+ 34 og The Caſe they xeferr d to the Maſter of the R- 
Wl! 

inen 
110 Says his Honour, and then he put on a Frown, 
Mt And ſince you have left it to my Thoughts alan 

WH) || I'll ſoon have them all whipt our of the Town. 


— 
. . Px „ 
ä 


— 
& 


g 
— 
n 


4 . 
- Ip 

2 4 * . 

1 

r 

2 —— 

o 8 2 

—_ — 
* — 


1 N r. — 
— — Wl nn Fre 
22 22 — — 


e Spleen, 


5 * in the Farce call'd, The Walking 
e or, The Devil in the Wine-Cellar. * 
rds made and ſung by Mr, Burkhead. | 


. 
— — — — * 
0 - _ 


——zz— 2 — — * 


—2—ů— — 


Co ——— 22 > — 


The Merry Naſtcian ; cs, 


' 
: 


— 222 8 = 
—— ·— — a 


— 
— 


— 
2 — — 


x 


——— 


Cure for the Spkem. 


— — * 


25 


The Walking Statue. 


Pe, brave Boys, let's ſtroul it away, 
New we have gotten a Holy-day, 
hen let's be imart, 
An > have t'other Quart, 
h may the better perforin a Part. 
Hark thee Fohn, 
Let it be done, 
et Thing that we can think ou. 
tiere's to thee Jerry, 
Prithe let's be merry; 
me at my Call, 
vd be jovial all; 
"1, ftay and keep my Ground, 
il :22t all our Healths go round, 
ile we in Mirth abound; 
With a brim-fall Glaſs, 
That ſmiles in your Face, 
e chis is a Day we may reJoyce. 


's 2 Bumper to thy good Health, 

le that refuſe it, may hang himſelf; 
Then drink away, 
Make no Delay, 

weill be my Boys, whale we efiay. 
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10 Come, dear Siſe, 
RET And givemea Kiſs; 
l Nou where's the Harm of doing this, 

8 Prithe Lads drink about, 
9 1 Let's ſee rhe Bottle out, 

1 Carouſmg a Health to great Queen Anne 
11 And he that does refuſe his Glaſs, 
A: it r flily Ly wou'd let it paſs, 

1611 Shall have it in his Face. 


Rut we, brave Boys, do make it our Choice. 
For this is a Day we will rejoyce. 


Wo | Come then, come then, come let's take H. 
1-167 Then we'll trip it, and ſkip it about che H. 


Will take Pruc, 


bib} ö Harry take Ste, 
2 Robin take kate, 


\ Before tis late; 

i We'll ſing and dance, 
þ Cut Capers, and prance, 
105 For this is a Day we will rejoyce 
| 11 . 


— 
> 


_ 
wa 


_ = ” A 
a ” —— 
- > * * 
- — _ = 
—— — 


— 


ge OE I 


; | 
1 4 
4 1 0 
$ 
'' WH 6 
* | vt 
Eh 
Was 
| 
ll 25 1 
_ — —— 


22, — 


A Cure * the Spleen. 73 


ii Sung by Ar. Pack, in the Figure 
z Bawd,. Compos?: 4 by Afr. Barret. 
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| H OW nappy are we, 

| %ho from Thinking are ſize, 
ig Diſeaſe of the Mind; | 

Can 5 lulge ev'ry Taſte, ; ; 

Love where we like beſt, 

dull Reputation confin'd. 


pen we're young, fit to toy, 
* lights we enjoy, 
have “ Jrovds of new Lovers WOoung 2 : 
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7 4 The Merry. Muſician. or, 
When we're old and decay'd, 


We procure for the Trade, 
Still in ev'ry Age we are doing. 


If a Cully we meet, 
We ſpend what we get,. 
| E'ry Day for.the next never think: 
| When we die, where we go, 
| We have no Senſe to know, 
For 3 Bawd always dies in her Drink. 


—_—_— 


» ion 
2 


Ie Country Sheep-ſhearrng : Aſade re 
ter-man' Dance, by Ar. D Urfey. 
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ny, and Molly, and Dolly, 

Vin young Lambs were a rearing; 
„ Willy, and Harry, 

Net 211 at a Sheep-ſhearing : 

ty latch was made, 

ug Foan of the Valley, 

per til Grace was ſaid, 

Vit}: Agger the jolly. 

ze tue briſk and ſtrong, 

d well give her a Faring; 1 
„the freſh and young, 

Tue brit at the Sheep-ſhearing, 


Ing n Preſling, the Bleſſing 

Vent zound, none did reſiſt em; 
7% brown Berry, and Perry, 
The mank 'till they bepiſs'd em: 
V Tame Fiſh had brought, 

at newly were taken; 

too ha Colworts baught, 

EO: 2477.359's Bacon: 
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The Queens Health, on the Thankſes.: - 


.... ³¹.—mw . + 


— 


Curds and Cream divine, 

The kind Laſſes endearing ; 
Never Feaſt ſo fins, 

Was known at a Sheep-ſhearing. 


But whilſt they trolling down derry, 
Were all eating and drinking, 
Never were Creatures ſo merry, 
Faich to e'ry one's thinking; 
Georg) came jumping in, 
Withont any Bidding; 
e! 5 ada Rival been, 
And ſwore at the Wedding: 
95 and Kicks went ronnd, 
No Speaking nor Hearing; s 
Thus in Brawl was drown'd 
Qur jolly Sheep-ſhearing. 
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by Ar. Leveridge. Ne Words by 3) 
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I. 


OW Thanks to the Queen, we are rid of ihe 3 
Hot Tories and Whit bs, leave your Grumt unge 
Jars; 
Now 'Taxes will leſſen, and Trading increaſe, 
Let neer a falſe Loon dare to break the Queen's Pat, 
Ceaſe odious Diſtinctions, each Party Nick-name, 
Which wild Raparees, or Ficld-Canters might ſhane: 
Their own private End is what Parties mult mean, 
The quiet good Man is for Peace and the Queen, 


It. 


Ye Grocers, the loyal Companions of Kings, 
Of Britain's Sea-Traffick, chief Founders and Sp; 
With Plenty in Peace, now thoſe Treaſures diſp - 
That living, embalm us, and ſweeten each Sen. 
The Fait, and the Weſt, club their Tributes of Waal 
Rich Spice, and al] Dainties, for Pleaſure and Health: 
No Comfort be wanting for honeſt Hum-drams, 
For Cuſtard and Pudding, no Sugar, nor Plum 


III. 


Let Anna (kind Heav'n) for our Happineſs live, 
Give Health where, with Greatneſs, all Vert 
give; 
More Lears may ſhe re1;zn, than our Glaſſes hold Drop 
As bright as the Liquor that ſhines on the Top- 
Still plenty and Eaſe be the Fruit of her Cares, 
Add Glories, add Bleſſings, as ſtill you add Years; 
While her Wiſdom and Pow*'r force Diſcord to ceaſe, 
Let the World's favourite Health, be ill Anna and Bc 
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ts ihe happy Peace A new Song, 
Koras by Mr. D Urtey. 
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OW comes joyful Peace, 


N And happy Days; 


The Times will turn, 
Nor ſhall we mourn, 
In Doubt ſbrlorn, 

But live at Eaſe; 
Drums nd Trumpet Sounds, 
With War and Wounds, 
That us d ro roar, 
| And foil with Gore 
: The Flemiſh Shore, 

All now muſt ceaſe : 
Fate. does ſmile ar aft, 
W biltt we find Joy, 
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| Atoning for the Troubles paſt, 
| When the German Head 

i His Engle ſpread, 

| With Spaniſh Logs, 

1 And Hogan Hogs, 

0 With all their Frogs, 

0 Seem to oppoſe : 

F We, who ſtil} adviſe 

1 With ſome as wiſe, 


If Queens can tell 
5 What Heads excel, 
bi And Council well 
W Muſt think em Foes : 
. Fears will end at laſt, 
k Whilſt we find Joy, 
Atoning for che Troubles paſt, 
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(Y a the handſome Ladies, 
Of whom the Town do talk, 
Fo Jo frequent the Opera's. 
aan the Park do-walk : 

The many lovely Beauties 


er are who do excel; 
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Yet my Strawberry, my Strawberry, 
Does bear away the Bell. 


Some cry up Madam Mar 
| For this Thing, and for that; 
1 And ſome her Grace of 8 
Tho' ſhe grows ſomething fat; 
And tho” T love her Ma, 
And all her Ladies well, 
Vet my Strawberry, &c. 


* 


The Kit-Cat, and the Toaſters, 
Did never care a Fig 
For any other Beant y, 
1 Beſides the little Whigs _ 
Bur for all that, Sir Harry, ' 
| That witty Knight can tell; 4 
1 "Tis my Strawberry, C. | 
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The Red-Coats think the Chem}; 
ik The faireſt in the Land; 

| Becanfe the D. their Father 

\t The Ar—-y does command : £ 
But the noble D. of B , 

0 Who does all Dukes excel, 
Says my Strawberry, c. 
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SONG: The Words by My. John Geree": 
WS: by Ari Wilford : Sung at the Theatre. 
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Awww, eas wet 


never -- cou'd 


Paſſion 


beloy'd, yet with that Paſſion, vet 


never, never, 7: 


be mov'd; not one of 
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nation in her 


| an In—cl-—-ra---tion in her 
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Beauty . was. lent, Beauty 


She lives an anxious, dull, neglei—el 
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N vain are the Hopes of a Popiſh Pretender, 
In vain are the Schemes of a Facobite Crew; 
True Britons their Freedom will never ſurrender, 
But ſtill to themſelves and their Country be tr 
Alike they deſpiſe a Bribe and a Threat, 
To raiſe their own Fortunes, and ruin the State 
The Defence of King George is their Aim along, 
And all the Day long 
This, this is their Song, 
V Popiſh Im poſtor ſpall e er wear our Crown, 


A Facobite values not Scandal or Shame, Sirs; 
He's not a true Tory, whom Conſcience cont ron, 
All know that Intereſt's their only Aim, Sirs ; 
How trivial their Country, how powerful P. 1 
They” il aſperſe, trick, and lye, ſwear too, then diſorg 
Perſecution and Pride is their chief Religion, 
Shall ſuch then unpuniſf'd, tempt our Laws and eu i 
No, all the Day long 5 
This fall be our Sorg, 
No Popiſh Impoſtor ſhall e er wear our Crown, 


Let Mar, and his villaincus Aſſociation, 
Rebel, and pretend the Church is their Care; 
Since great George protects our Religion and N n 
We'll ſoon ſhew the World what vile Raſcals ) 
Were their Numbers ſuperior, they know co chen 
With vaſt Odds on their Sides, what at Blexhein: hej! 
That Tyrants and Slav'ry we have ſworn to! ! 
And all the Day long 
This, this is ou? Son 1 
Ne Popiſh Im poſtor ſhall e er wear our Crown, 
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Yet fill we live, and drink g good Beer, 


The Merry Muſician | 


HO" Begging is an honeſt Trade, 
That wealthy Knaves deſpiſe; . 
Let rich Men may be Beggars made, 
And we that beg may riſe: 
The greateſt Kings may be betray'd, 
And loſe their ſov'reign Pow'r ; 
But he that ſtoops to aſk his Bread, 
But he that ſtocps to atk his Bread, 


Can never fall much low'r.. - 


What lazy Foreigns ſwarm'd of late, 
Has ſpoil'd oui begging Trade; 


Tho' they our Rights invadc : 

Some ſay they” for Religion fled, 
But wiſer People tell uv: 

They were ſorc'd abroad to ſeek their Bread, 
For being too rebell io. 


Let heavy Taxes greater-grov,., 
To make our Army fight; 

Where tis not ro be dad, you know, 
The Queen muſt loſe her Right : 
let one Side laugh, the other m mourns 

We nothing have to fear; 
But that great Lords will Beggais de, 
To be as great as we are. 


A Cure for the Spleen, 


ee make the World believe 
rere ſick oi lame 
now a Virtue to deceive, 
ur Teachers do the ſame : 
ade, 1 * vidembling i is no Crime, 
15 Fay live to ſee, 
N Be: ing in a little Time, 
le c 3 will be. 
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50 ' The Linzdom of the Birds, 70 the 
Dee between ie High and Low- Flyers. | 
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92 The Merry 2 or, 


V HAT are theſe Ideots doing, 
That daily their Fewos advance; 


Ae if they were purſuing 


New Wars to favour France 
For Shame give o'er your Dance, 
Your National Danger ſee ; 
Vo longer forfeit your Senſe, 
But agree, e raſh Brtrains, agree. 


Whilſt ſtrange and trivial Reaſons 
The whimſical Brain allures, 
You loſe the happy Seaſon, 5 

That ſhould encourage your Powers: 3 
The Mon ſieur is at your Dore, 

And if he receiv'd muſt be, 
The Shame and Scandal is yours, 

Then agree, ye raſh Britains, agree. 


Ye foaring high - flown People, 
In Politicks fo profound; 
You climb fo high on your Steeple, 
It makes your Brain turn round: 


A Cure for tbe Spleen. 


al how you loſe Ground, 

Fore igners Matters be, 

it you with Maggots abound , 
hen azree, filly Britains, agr ee. 


u,; hoſe ſenſleſs Jargon; 
pr Night and Morn, 
s azainſt an Organ, 

ove a Sowgelider's Horn, 
Cocords Power atlorn 

bur Hearts, if wiſe you'll be; 
anger merit a Scorn, 

t agree, ly Britains, agree. 


ionen yOu are richly landed, 

q you have a Place at Court; 
u the Bank have commanded, 
10 Joe 1aVe two Ships in Port. 
Hill ye Reaſon retort, 
if ys rain'd muſt be; 

1! rank Folly in ſhorr, 
ben agree; filly Britains, agre 
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85 Seer doubtred, 

Makes the Nation groan; 
make ſuch Stirs about it, 

m: wife Heads think you have none: 
er Intereſt 2 | 
falt it likely may 

hat Point ſtared be k known, 

a 25"00, ye raſh Pritains, agree. 
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A new Song : The Words by Mr, Eitco 
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OU tell me, Dick, you lately read, 
That we are beaten in Spain 


But prithee Boy hold up thy Head, 
And we'll beat em twice for it again, 
With 2 Fa, Ia, la, lay Ia, la, la, Ia, la. 


Is this the Courage you us d to boaſt ? 
Why, thou art quite caſt down; 
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Cure for the Spleen. 93. 


can ect on what we've loſt, 


ut ner think what we have won, 1 
With a Fa. ©. 


1 Zack Spaniard cracks and bounce, 
e nber mall do fo again; 

06k more Towns from them laſt Year, 
han now they have taken Men, 

Witiis Fa. 


ar and Gaming tis the ſame, 
coor ing to the old Saying, 

hut to conquer every Game, 
les the Pleaſure of Playing, 


Witt ® Fa. 


e have got a Man whoſe Name 
fel Martborongh ; 
beten French have felt his Fame, 
dl (> ſhall the Spaniards. too, 

With a Fa. 

eve cannot Juſtice do 13 
ev Hα̈ Victory; 0 
hear: + Glaſs our Zeal let's ſhow 
or General's Family, 1 
With a Fa. 1: 881 


1 
e hos eight fair Daughters, | i 
each of them is a Charmer; 1 
Lady Rialton, Bridgwater, ih 
Ne $:1:42rland, Lady Mountherme, $1 
With a Fa. 1 5 f It; 
er gur ſo charming are, f 


by 11] with Raptures fill ye ; | 
tt Lily Helſheing Schellenberg, = | 1 
he 7-:7heins, and Lady Nuit, 1 
With 2 Fa. | 1 
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The laſt were got ſo fair and ſtrong, 
As in Story ne'er was told 
The firſt four always will be young, 
And the laſt will never be old, 
Wirth a Fa. 
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At eviry Feaſt, e er we all are Vaceas'd, 
And the Service begins to be hard, 
*Tis ſurely your Duty to toalt a young Beauty. 
| Call'd Madamoiſelle Arudenard, 
3 With a Fa. 
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All Joy to his Grace, for the nine of his Race, 
j She's as fair as moſt of the former 
But where is that he dares ſo impudent be, 


15 

un To corapare her to Lady Mount her mer, 

1 ö With a Fa. | 

Al ö And now to make thy Hopes more ſtrong, 
Wo And make you look. like a Man, 


Remember that all theſe belong 
To the Queen of Great Britain, 
With a Fa. 


Then prithee, Dick, hold up thy Head, 
Altho we were beaten in San, 
As ſure as Scarlet-Colour is Red, i 
We'll beat em twice for it again; 
Vith 2 Fa. 
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ON Gon a Lady ramblins in May-Fair. 
delt by Alr. Weldon. 
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A Cure for the Spleen. 


nom grave Leſſons and Reſtraint, 
Im ſtole out to revel here; 
ver I tremble and I pant, | 
in che middle of the Fair. 

Ooh, oh, wou'd Fortune in my Way, 
T hrow 2 Lover kind and gay; 
Now's the Time, now's the Time, 
Now's the Time he ſoon miy move 
A young Heart unus'd to love. 

$1411 J venture, no, no, no, 
Shall 1 from the Danger go, 
Oh; no; NO, RO, NO, NO, NO, no, no, =_ NO, no, no; no, no; no, 
I uſt not try, I cannot fly, 
I muſt not, durſt not, cannot fly, 
I muſt not try, I cannot fly, 
I mult not, durſt not, cannot fly. 
Help me Nature, help me Art, 
iy ſhonld I deny my Heart: 
Help me Nature, help me Art, 
Wny ſhould I deny my Heart. 
If a Lover will purſue, 
Like the wiſeſt let me do; 

{ will fir him if he's true, 
If he's 8 I'll it him too. 


Windſor Terras. Cw SO N 6. The Words 
by Mr. OT. | 
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Uſing I late 
On Windſor Terras ſate, 
And hot and weary, 
Heard a merry 
Am'rous Couple chat ;. 


A Cure for the Spleen. 


Words as they go, 
he Nym ph ſoon made me know, 
And t'other was, 
Tho gay in Dreſs, 
A blund'ring Country Beau, 
He had ſhewn her all | 
The Lodgings, great and ſmall, 
The Tow'r, the Bow'r, 
The Green, the Queen, 
And fad St. George's Hall: 
Laſtly bronght her here, 
To court her for his Dear; 
To wed, and bed, 
And f wore he had 
A thoutand Pounds a Year. 


Money, the Crew —- 
ots think all muſt do; 
And now this Fool, 
Unlearn'd at School, 
t ſeems believ'd ſo too: 
put the rare Girl, 
More worth than Gold or Pearl, 
Was nobly gots 
And brought and taught 
To flight the ſordid World. | 
dhe then briſk and gay, 
That lov'd a tuneful Lay, 
In haſt pulPFd out 
Her little Flute, 
and bad him ſing or play; 
He boch Arts defy'd, 
And ihe as quickly cry'd 
Who learn'd no Way, 
To ſing or ſay, 
dne ne'er make her a Bride. 
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L SONG in the Play cal'd The City Ram 
ble. Sete by Ar. Barrett, 
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Re I$ lull our Cares to Keſt, 
2.) Calm Palpitations, calm Palpitatione in the 6:9 
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Render our Lives Misfortunes ſweet, | 
And Fen: buxom in the Sheet: 

Render our Lives Misfortunes ſyreet,, 

And Vun buxom in the Sheet. 


A Cure for the Spleen..- 
Let's think of all the Friends we know, 
nd drink to all, and drink to all worth drinking too. 
Men vho remote in Sorrows live, | 
hall by our luſty Brimmers thrive ; 
en who remote in Sorrows live, 
hall by our luſty Brimmers thrive, 


we'll drink the Wanting into Wealth, 
and thoſe who languiſh into Health; 

he Afflicted into Joy, th' Oppreſt 

nto Security and Reſt, i 

he Brave ſhall triumph in Succeſs, 

rae Lovers have kind Miſtreſſes; 
Poor unregarded Virtue, Praiſe, 

nd the neglected Poet, Bays. 


Chorus. 


That ſhall our Healthis, 
Thus hall our Healths do others good, 

h1'e we our ſelves, while we our ſcives do all we won d. 
ir free from Envy, and free from Care, | 
hat mond we be, what wou'd we be, but what we are? 
What word we be, what wor'd we be, 
Wha: won d we be, but what we arc ? 
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4 SONG of Fort St. Claret. 
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q 


ome-charge your empty Glaſſes, 


j | Charge, charge em high; 
5 We'll drink away our Croſſes, 

il Hd all Spleen defy, | 

| Let's neex think of to Morrovy,, 
| Tis this turns all our Sorrow, 

| e ur enn 

j 


is this turns all our Sorrow, 
To Mirth and Joy. 
zut Hou'd our Bumpers fail us, 
nen worldly Cares aſſail us, 
dr the Plagues that ail us, 
In mighty Tuns; 
% Ar y Mall be prouder, 
Sor 21! their Cannon louder, 
„in W226 inſtead of Powder, 
We'll charge our Guns: 
aveſt the oval Table, 
To Order ſtand ; 
11224 like any Rabble, 
Yet obſerve Command: 
Till Ake true Sons of Merit, 
e ve taken Fart St. Claret, 
ee taken Fort St. Claret, 
With Quart in Hand. 


A Care for the Spleen. 
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ſhe Precaution'd Nymph. Sert by Afr. L. 


Ramondon. 


2. Why wou'd you ſtrive by fond Pretence, 
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O, go, go, go, falſeſt of thy Sex, be gone, 


Leave, leave, oh leave, leave me to my 400 


Thus ro deſtroy my Innocence? 


Know, Celia, you too late RI d, 
Then thus you did the Nymph uplraid; 
Love, like a Dream, uſher d by Night, 
Flies the Approach: of Morning Light. 


Go, falſeſt of your Sex, be gone, 
Oh, leave me to my ſelf alone: 
q She that believes Man when ke ſwears, 
Or but xegards his Oaths ox. Pray 78, 
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A Cure for the Sp leen, 
ay inez fond ihe, be moſt accurſt 
ay, More, be ſubject to N 


— * 8 1 
a 


ho 


— 


* 


oly Roger. 4 SON | 
Ar. D'Ur fey; 0 


The Words by 


Fat Qxen and Sheep, and a Barn well fill'd, 


And Widows, tho juſt ſet free, 


Her Gown was new dy'd, and bee? N ightrail clean, 


The Merry Muſician; or, 
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Olly Roger Twangdillo of Plonden-Hill, | 
In his Cheſt had two thouſand * Pounds ; 


Aud a hundred good Acres of Ground: : 
Which made e ery Maiden, 
With Maidenheads laden, 


To wrangle and fret, 

And pump up their Wit, 

To train to the Net Tan dll, Trang dus 
Twangdillo, 3 young lun Tweng dille, 78 


The firſt that broke "ny was 2 Laſs had been 
Horn of a good Houſe, but -decay'd ; 11 


And to ſing and talk French had been bred : 


Cure for the Spleen. 115 
She'd dance Northern Nancy, 
Aik Parle vou Franſay, 

Helge might her Breeding ſee ; 4 
She'd roul Her black Eye, 
Breath ſhort with a Sigh, 

; Cer ſhe came nigh Twangdillo, &c. 


next was a Sempſtreſs of Stature bow, . 
bit fancy'd ſhe wanted a Male; 
Hair was as black as an Autumn Slee, 
ad as hard as a Goack-Horſe's Tail: 
She'd ogle and wheedle, 
And prick with her Needle, 
t Clack, what d' buy, cry'd ſue; 
But now the briſk Tone 
Is chang'd to a Groan, 
ity my er Twangdillo, &c. 


uſty old chamber meld lean and tall, 
e next as a Sutter appears; 
12 Tongue loud and ſhrill, but no Teeth at all, 
Time had drawn them many Years : 
Cait Gowns and ſuch Lumber, 
Old Smocks without Number, 
Nigg ſhould her Drowry be; 
Forty Pair of lac'd Shoos, 
Ribbons Green, Red, and Blues, 
il would not nooſe Twangdii/s, &c. 


next was 2 Laſs of a Popiſh Strain, 
lat uit Whims had been taught; 
bag? d they ſhou'd foon have K. James again, 
ber Spouſe was late hang'd for the Plot: 
rue French would come over, 
and land here at Dover, 
al as they wiſh'd for wou'd be, 
The Jacobite Jade, ; 
Talk'd as if ſhe was mad, 
Ms to have had Twangdillo, &c. 
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116 The Mery "Muſictans, cr, 
A Vintner's far Widow then ftrait was View, 
Whoſe Cuckold had pick'd up ſome Pelf ; 
He had kill'd half his Neighbours with Wine be 

And lately had poyſon d himſelf (brx 
Wich Bumpers of Claret, 
No Souſe p ying for it, 
She'd Roger's Companion be; 
Strike Fiſt. on the Board, 
Huzza was the Word, 
Come kiſs me adord Twangdillo, &c. 


But Reger refolv'd not to be her Man, 
And fo gave a Looſe to the next; 
The Neice of a canting bleer Ey'd Non-con, 
That ſtiffly could canvas a Text. 
A Dame in Cheap/ide too, 
Would fain be his Bride too, 
And make him of London free; 
But no Laſs wou'd down, 
In Country nor Town, 
So Purſe-proud was grown. Twargdillo, &c, 


Till at laſt pretty Nancy, a Farmer's Joy, 
That newly a Milking had been 
Ronnd-fac*d, Cherry-Cheek'd, with a ſmirking Eye 
Came tripping it over the Green: | 
She mov'd like a Goddeſs, 
And in her Jac'd Bodice 
A Span ſhe cou'd hardly be; 
Her Hips were plump. grow'n, 
And her Hair @ dark Brown, 
*Twas ſhe that brought down Trangdiſia, Tra 
Trang dillo, Twangdillo, young luſty Twangdille, Til 
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„ Mr. Leveridge, in the OPER 4 
I Thomyris, at the Theatre Royal. 
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A Cure for the Spleen. 


zrewel Love, farewel Love, 

And all ſoft Pleaſure ; 
vel Love, farewel Love, 
nd all ſoſt Pleaſure ; 
dur calls, and we muſt party 
our calls, and we muſt 
rewel Love, and all ſoft Pleatung, 
dur calls, and we muſt part. 
rewel Love, and all ſoft Pleaſure, 
pur calls and we muſt part. 
from you now claims my Leiſure, 
oraiſe my Fame and Treaſure ; 

Storm and Plunder, 

Fight and Thunder, 
en zt laſt Il bring you under; 
and Conqueſt gain the Fair. 
ben at laſt TN bring you under; 
and Conqueſt gain the Fair, 


120 The Merry Mufician ; or, 
be Marriage S ON: Sung by Mrs. Huh 
tr. John Weldon. 
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Ove in her Boſom end my Care, 
Fiz a willing Empire there: 

No Eaſtern Monarch, no Eaſtern Monarch ev +: :! 
So happy, and ſo ſweet a World. 

Let me not think to conquer more, 
Nor follow, follow, follow, follow, . 

Follow Joys unkown, 
_ The Rover begs at ev'ry Door, 

And has not, has not one, | 
And has not, has not one, 
Aad has nor, has not one, . 
And bas not, has not; has not, has not, 
Has nor one his own. 
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{5$ONG. Seit by Afr. Daniel Purcell 
Sung by Mr. Davis, at the Theatre. 
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Na coo! refreſhing Shade, 
Fit, ſir for melancholick Lovers, 

Poor Damen jilted and betray'd, 

Thus, thus his ſwelling, his ſwelling Grieſs diſco «cs; 
Poor Damon, jilted and betray'd, 

Thus, thus his ſwelling Griefs diſcovers: 

Why, why do Men thus ſeek their Ruin? 
Why, why do Men thus ſeek their Ruin? 

Begging makes them be deny'd ; 
Whining, Sighing, forma! Wooing, 

But increaſe the Sexes Pride, 
Were we all not fool'd by Beauty, 
Woman ſoon wou'd know her Duty; 
Wiſely follow Senſe and Nature, 
Then, O then ſhe'd be, ſhed be a charming Creature. 
Then, O then ſhe'd be, ſhe'd be a charming Creatur- 
A charming, charming, charming Creature, 
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liſn Swain, thy Sighs forbear, 
Nothing can her Paſſion move ; - 
Celia with a careleſs Air, 
Laughs ro hear the Tales of Love 


A Cure forthe 2 


ec 211d Flames:the Nymph defies, 
oys which other Hearts beguile ; 
ature ſparkles 1 in her Eves, 

ay without an am'rons Smile. 


ig le the frather'd Choir, 
„ron the Wing for Flight; 
Hops {om this to that D=ſire, 
lutt' rns ſtill in new Denigift, 

x 

1.1 7101 abſent, ſhe's the ſame; 
falks of Love like you or I, 

it belie est an empty Name. 
Talks of Love, &c. 
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Ach eaſy, never Find, 

1 you think you have her fire 
% „ « Temper you will find, 
Dick te wound, quick to wonnd, 
a Wotl8y brit ſtew to cure. 


bee she ſeems when you are by, 
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A STI was walking, I heard a Maid talking, 
A Oh I cou'd, how I con'd, oh I cou'd, now. I 
As 1 was walking, Theard a Maid talking, 
Oh 1 could do it with Pleaſure :. 
Tall was her Shape, ſhe tript Ii xe a Falry, 
Up and down, rip? and brown, 
Sprightly, and airy ; 

Advancing, Fcall'd her my Life and my Trez fe ; 
Pray, Sir, forbear, I don't know whit you. mean, 
Pretty Laſs, I am afraid 

That thon wilt die a Maid; 

Oh, that's a ſad Caſe, ſaid ſne; 

Pray, Sir, how c:n that be, 
Now you and J are together? 

Prith*e come into the Grove, 

The prettieſt place for Love; 

There we'll act between us, 
Adonis and Venus; 
No, no, Sir, not ſo haſty neither. 


Claſping her Waſte, I kiſs'd her in haſte; 
{ hug'd her, Itug'd her, I lug'd her, I mow'd lu: 
I made her Cheeks glow, and I nuzzl'd her Breast 
I was for taking the Fort of Montzoy - 
Leaning upon my Arms, fighing and panting, 
Oh my Dear, nay my Dear, 
Fy my Dear, pray my Dear; 
Nature did never diſeloſe ſuch Pleaſure, 
I She Iook'd like the Queen af Love, I like her Boy 
In this dear Confuſion bleſt, 
The pretty Rogue fell down ; ; 
Gueſs if you can the Sight, 
Twas ſuch a dear Delight, 
I bleſt the Time that I met her: 
Watching like an Engineer, 
What Breach was in the Town ; 8 
I rufsÞ'd upon her, 
And once or twice won her, 


And both of us parted much better, 
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ic ſtreſs, Sett by Ar. Cornelius Man- 
ley, F Norwich. 
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He. Adam, I'm juſt come from College, 
V And confeſs myſelf your Slave; 
Void of Wealth, but full of Knowledge, 

Mony-lefs, but rich Brains have. 


The. 


Se, 


She. 


A Cure for the Spleen. 
rell me not of College-Notions, 
Rather of a Jointure talk; 
Brains a'nt Settlements for Portions, 
With your Wit you may go walk. 


Wits Torn a Man of Parte, 


\ Maſter of fine Arts, 
7 Femn;pora O Aores.! 


To ev'ry learned Science 
{ bid a bold Defiance, 
And liſten to no ſuch Stox:er 


Deareſt Miſtreſs, I am able 
To ſpeak Latin, Hebrc wa, GreeZ p 
Nay, all Tongues chat came $101 Pavel: 


TN iturally, as Pigs do fqueek, 


Will your Hebrew, Greek, and Latina 
Dreſs me glittering and gay? 

Find me Jewels, Silk, and Sattin, 
take me ſhine at Park and Play? 


will exto! thy Fame, 
And ſignalize thy Name, 
In charming Verſe and Metye. 


Theſe are but childiſh Tricks, Sir; 
Zet me a Coach and Six, Sir, 


They'll run their Verſes ſweeter, 


With Books T'11 adorn thy Cloſets, 
They ſhall in nice Order ſtand ; 

Hiſtortans, Orators, and Poets, 
Very one at your Command, 


Hang Books, let my Rooms be garuiſſ'd 


With Ship-Loads of China-Ware; 
Plate, and Cabinets well varnidh'd ; 
o me ſuch Things more welcome are. 
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136 The Merry Muficians or, 
He. Since I muſt quit the Field. 


And to dull Coxcombs yield, 
May you ſome rich Fool's Bait ſwallow, 


She, Yon cannot wiſh me better; 
If ne £nows not x Letter, 
I'd not exchange him for Apollo. 


The plain Truth; or, Advice 10 
Male-contents. 


AST thon not read 1n ancient Story, 
tic Carthage fam'd, when in her Glory, 
© by a fatal Feud at Home, 
12-1 to her Rival Rome? 
W envious Hannc's direful Hate 
erben o'erwhelm'd the State; 
hen great Chief, had conquer'd Spain, 
Aman y a Gard and Roman ſlain? 
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So far'd it with this ſtabborn Land, 
When we with-held brave Churchill's Hand 
Who oft had forc'd the Gaus to yield, 

And quit ta him the bloody Field. 
He who had Albion's Battles fought, 
Was by her Hanno's ſet at naught, 
And from our Armies rent away, 
While Victors in the Plains they lay. 


The valiant Leader thus remov*d, 
(Belov'd by all who Albion lod) 
Her baneful Foes, with mortal Ire, 
To ſap the feeble State, conſpire, 
Achitophel, who rul'd the Purſe, 
(Both born and bred Britanna's Curſe) 
With his Aſſociates, daring bold. 
In all Things ill, Britannia ſold. 


Theſe Locufts of th? unhappy Land, 
(Whom LZew:s had at his Command) 
Caus'd Abion's Troops their Swords to ſheath, 
Phat he-ſome Time might have to breath: 
Then beſt Allies left in the Lurch, 
Pretending *twas for Good o'th* Church; 
As if too much he'd done before, 
To humble Gallia's Pride and Power. 


The Maſk thrown off, theſe Church-men 


Join with a barb'rous cnt-throat Crevy ; 
And not regarding ſacred OattEs, 

Their lawful Sov'reign would de poſe; 
That Britains might, in Time to come, 
Bow down to Idols ſent from Rome; 
Aided by heedlefs wretched Fools, 
Wno meanly ſtoop'd to be their Tools. 
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Oh! Frshine, what will be thy Fate? 1h 
Thou dong hty Leader gainſt the State! | {l 
ever dream'd that thou wouldſt dare "il 
In C:/ledonia*s Plains appear, | 
Vit! 8-L8's Sword within thy Hand, "i 
p-cchi12 Deſtruction to the Land? | | 
Velba poor Sawney rue the Morn | 
Car ame Day when thou wert born, 1 
| 

I, 

h Brother Chief, on this Side Tweed, i 
Fle! with his Beaſts of running Breed, iy 
Jill bent, like Sheep, in Preſton Town, if 
bethreat'nuing Wolves lay tamely down, | 1 
Aue n'ſt thou think, vain Man, that thoſe 0 
By thee made Rebels, dare oppoſe 4 
Phe da! Troops by Argyle led? | | 
No, £15#:7e, no, have at thy Head, i; "ab 
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A Cure for the Spleen, 


A 


Orne all, great, ſmall, ſhort, tall, 
Away to Stool-ball. 
Down in a Vale, 
On a Summers Day, 
All the Lads and Lailes, 
Met to be merry; 
Match for Kiſſes, 
At Stool-ball play, 
For Cakes and Ale, 
And Cyder and Perry. 
ii and Tom, 
Hall, Dick and Hugh, 
Kate, Dol], Sue, 
Befs and Me; 
With Hodge and Bridget, 
And Fames and Nainy ; 
Hut when plump Siſ⸗ 
t the 5all in her Mutton Fiſt, 
Once fretted, | 
She'd hit it | 
Farther than any, 
Running, haring, 
Gaping, ſtaring, 
Reeling, ſtooping, 
Hollowing, Wooping, 
Sun a fitting, 
All thought fitting 
By Conſent to reſt em | Hall 
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Hail got Sue, 
And Doll got Hugh, 
All took by Turns 
Their I afles and buſs d 'em. 
Jolly Ralph was in wich Peg, 
Tho' freckl'd like a Turg 7-Egg, 
And ihe as right as 4s my Leg, 
Still gave him leave to towze her: 
Havry then to Ka'y, 
Swore her Duggs were pre ty, 
Tho' they were all ſweaty, 
And large as any Cows are. 
Tom melancholly was 
With his Laſs, 
For Sue, 
Do what cer he cou'd 
Won'd not note him: 
Some had told her, 
Being a Soldier; 
In a Party, 
With Maccarty, 
At the Siege of Limrick, 
He was wounded in the Scrotum, 
But the cunning Phi/ly, 
Was more kind to }7//y, 
Who of all their Ally, 
Was the ableſt Ringer; 
He to carry on the Jeſt, 
Begins a Bumper to the beſt, 
And winks at her of all the reſt, 
And ſqueez'd her by the Finger : 
Then went the Glaſſes round, 
Then went the Laſſes down, 
Each Lad did his Sweet-heart on, 
And on the Graſs did fling her. 
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Health to the Beſt in Chriſtendom, 
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Y Oaſt no more of nice Beauties from hence, 
Here's a Toaſt will delight &ery Senſe; 

All the Joys that Perfection can give, 

From dear Chloe you're ſure to receive: 
She JI not fly, or deny, 
With a Piſh, or a Fye, 

But with Wine will prepare for the Night; 
If you'll give, 
She'll receive, 

And will meet you with eager Delight. 

| But to whine and to pine, 

| And at length part with Coin, 

= For a Jilt, who wou'd make you her Prize; 
With Love Snares, 
And ſet Airs, 

All ſuch Gypſies Men ought to deſpiſe. 
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A Cure - for The Veen. 


To a Je hg kind, and the eaſy, 

. ys has Pleaſures far Lovers in ſtore; 
lo never refuſes to pleaſe ye; 

Her \ ! for ever adore. | 

[ up your Glaſles like me, 

0 nat to drink up à Sea; 


that drin ks moR, 
ee! 1 * 
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niit in her Favour. be, 
ais Bumper until the next come, 


and drink o'er the left Thumb ; 


2 Chlee's fair Face, 
4 10 Ghice's hard Arſe, 
e beſt Ct in Chriſtendom. 
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Due of Marlboro ;- Health ; 
» the faſt News of the late g iorious Victory, 
:btain'd over the French at Audenard 

nd fitted to a new Time of Al,. 


The Words by Mr. Motteux. 
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Ueen of Ilands, viftorions State, 
Ev'n thy Foes ſhall own thee truly great : 
Spight of Arms, Eaſe and Wealth abound, 
Anna reigns, and War with Glory crow'n'd. 
Europe's Guard, | 
Lev'd and fear'd, 
1 Safe and free, 
Thus agree, 
Heaw'n all cur Joys reſtoring 
Perkins marr'd, 
Dunhirh barr'd, 
Lewis ſcar 
And FVendoſme ſcowring. 
Then drink to the beſt of Commanders, 
Marib'rouzh the Great, 
Bora che French to de efeat 5 
F May he drive em thro Paris from Flanders, 
1 If more they dare ſtand to be beat: 
'Þ Their Reſtorer Couſin Yendoſme, 
To Tallard well guarded may come ; 
Their Houſhold Troops fail, 
And the Monfteurs turn Tail, 
And Burgundy drink Nottingham Ale: : 
Till France yields her Tribute of Wines, 
And Spain all her Traffick and Mines; 
Till Claret is here, 
As free as ſmall Beer, 
And we drink to Queen Anne at Verfailles. 


— yk’ U———--r᷑ĩ ee R 


— — um 


FA Cure for the Spleen, 


4Nw SONG : Ser by Ar. Leveridge. || 


(ITT) 


1 
1. al 

zl 

7:3 

11 

— 4 — +: 
—_ CO 17 

——— i 


*/ 


: 

: 

1 
„ 4 3, 
—— —— a 5 Rpt — — —— — — ——  — — — * : 4 
1 

1 


— 2 a — — 


«4 wo 
i. Wi 4 © 8 - — — SV 


2 — — 064-208EP 2 ,,oa_c —— E 25 — 3 — — — 
+ 
4 CG. % -*%, j—_— 42 —— ne Fin: I | — 
0 * —— — — — Oo an — Pam — — —̃́ᷓ — CC — — — — PL 
* 


* 
| 
5 
| 
i 


— 
Dn — — 
— — 

7 5 ' 
: _ — 


— — — 
3 
— py 
— 


— 
Deen a” 71S 
— 


ww 


— 


5 — — — — - 
"of Tp 


— 
— - 
— * 


_ 
o — 


32 


* - 


— —äfʒ— . , — Pe 
— Das af. < : 


33 


0 i 


— — 


4 * . 5 
* 
—_—y_ —ů — — — 
— 
— — — 


The Merry Muficien : or, 


4 
'1 
A | 
' 
1 

: 

* 


e 


mT „ - & ogy <tr en p Wu rg ng eo er — — e——_— Dau — — — —— 
— — — — — — — + 278 — — . — ——— —— — 2 cnet 


* 7 | ; ; „ 4 — — —ä—äjE — — — — on e — 


8 — — —— — — . — 2 * 3 


f 
1 
| 


3 ccc . ͤ EI rata © 320 


1 
— 497 fans W "3 bs : a 
iu 5 E A —y * 
13 8 ; ' p 
7 $ 2 4 — — 1 4 P N 
a als af 
1 0 + © AER, . | . * 
8 * — 
—— —— Y 
0 - — — — — Pe ms — — - mo — — —ͤ—ũ—3—— —̃— —äy—— — — 
5 ww 
. # * 
bd . 


LAS. 

A . * * E ET EE ow © www —wm̃ . —— . DOE GA AD —kT— 
3 * woes, * : ; i” 

7 b, w 1 —— ro — — —— — f -- — ˙ —— — — 
"X mt EEE: * i 
77 Ra i <1 —— — — ——— — 2 —— CEO ̃́ — —— — 

*. 

68 . 2 f 
1 7 5 - RR —— —— 
8 6 


—— — 


<= man, )J 1—-— oo_— — — —— ö 


— a 4D — —t—t —ͤ—ñ6——ỹk ——— — —ü—uũt — —— 8 — 


* 


F to Love o good Wine 
! Your Heart ſhould incline, 
' Bacchus gives tht only true Pleaſure; 
The Follies of Love 
Will quickly remove, 
' W.NKing has Joys above Meafiire : 
All Friendſhip is-here, 
| Come ki me, my Dear, 
e CINLIACE like 2 Lggid full Glad; 
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By Love you can gain 


No more but a Chain, 
And then you will look, then, then, then peu vit 


(Lok ! 9a 21 Ais 
And then, then, then you will look like an | 


See look on this Wine, 

The Charms are divine, 
Which ever will ſmile to invite ye: 

Tis Pure without Art, 

No Tricks or falſe Heart, 

And never will fail to delight ye: 
Fond Love is a Bubble, 

A Toll and a Trouble, 

It brings neither Profit nor Eaſe: 
To Bacchus we'il ſing, 
Always young as the Spring, 

*Tis wine that adds Length to our Days. 


CHORUS. 


Pill, fill, fill, Bll, fill ev'ry one his Glaſ:, 
Abour then let it alk, 
A Pox of Love, 4 Pos of Love, there's naug it 
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A Bumper gives the only happy Minute. 
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Toy after Sorrow: 


The W rods made to the Duke PD Aumont's. 


4 new SONG. 


Minuet, by Tho. D'Urfey 
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ET Burgund) flow, 
Let the Glaſs run o'er. let the Glaſs rim © 
To cure all our Woe, 
Let the Glaſs run over the Brim ; 
Tho' Anna is gone, 


Think of it eng more, think of it no more, B. 


Great George now comes on, 

Toaſt away your Bum pers to him : 
Tho' the Fewwds were ſo big, 
Twixt the Tory and Whig, 


That the Miſchiefs purſuing, prov'd almoſt on. 


Like 4 Prophet I know, 
They will be no more ſo, 


Ve ve a King will unite now, both the Rig 


And now your Hand's in, 
Fill it up again, fill it up again, there, 
To all thoſe brave Men, 
Who their Hate to Lorrain bear ſtrong: 
Who frantick with Pride, 
Boldly durſt defend, lately the Pretender; 
And, if I'm not Wi ey | 
Will be ſure to pay for't eber long: 
Nor a lefs Glaſs let's have 
To the Catalans brave, | 
Who hold out with a Glory, not equal'd In S2. 
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For not Ceſar in Gaul, 


x wald their Chief, with a Number fo fiwall. 
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Collins Complamt A SONG. 
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1 Eſpairing beſide a clear Stream, 

J. A Shepherd forſaken was laid; 

And wilt a falſe Nymph was his Then, 

| A Willow ſupported hits Head: 

The Winds that blew over the Plain, 

| To his Sighs with a Sigh did reply; 

And the Brook, in return of his Pain, 
Ran mounfully murmuring by. 


As, filly Swain that I was, 
Thus fadly complaining he cry'd, 


5 When Frſt I beheld that fair Face, 
Ts Twere better by far I had dy'd: 
| She talk'd, and I blefs'd the dear Tongue; 
14 When ſhe ſmil'd, twas a Pleaſure too great; 


I liſten'd, and cry'd, when ſhe ſung, 
Was Nightingale ever: fo fiveet ? 


> 9 „ 
— 


How fooliſh was I, to believe 
She cou'd doat on fo lowly a Clowẽn? 

Or that a fond Heart would not grieve, 
To forſake the fine Folk of che Town? 

To think that a Beauty ſo gay, 

So kind aud fo conſtant wou'd prove? 

Or go clad, like our Maidens, in Grey, 
Or live in a Cottage on Love ? 


”” 


= * — — 
4 


cc - 
— — — — —— ů ů —— 
af LY * 1 


— — — — 
* 
>, by yd ** 73 
2 * * * : 


What tho” I have Skill to Complain, 
Tho' the Mues my Temples have crown 
What tho when they hear my ſoft Strains, 
The Virgins fit weeping around; 
Ah Cavin, thy Hopes are in vain, 
Thy Pipe aud thy Lawxel relign ; 
Thy falſe one inclines to a Swain, 
Whoſe Muſick is ſweeter than thine; 


And you, my Companions 0 dean 
Who ſorrow to ſee me betray'd; 


v:cover 1 ſuffer, forbear, 
| Torlear to accuſe my falſe Maid 
Tho e the wide World we fhonld range, 
dba in for our Fortunes to fly; 
„as to be falſe, and to change, 
i mine to be conſtant and die. 


whiff my hard Pate I ſiiſtain, 
In ber Brealt any Pity is found; 

a me with the Nympbs of the Plain, 
bee me laid low in the Ground : 
Th: laſt zumble Boon that I crave, 
„ nide me with Cypreſs and Yews, 

And 1 en the looks down on my Grave, 
[ic ber own that her Shepherd was true. 


Then io her new Love let her go, 
I Ani deck her in golden Array: 
b: finef at ev'ry fine Show, 

An! Frolick it all che long Day ; 
Wilt ein, forgotten and gone 

Xo ore {hall be talk'd of, or ſcen; 
Uiletz that beneath the pale Moon, 
His hoſt mall glide over the Green, 
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n Anſwer to Collin's Complainr. 


The Tune by Ar. Hendell. 
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E Winds, to whom Collin complains, 
In Ditties ſo ſad and ſo ſweet; 

Believe me, the Shepherd but feigns, 

He's wretched to ſhew he has Wit ; 
No Charmer like Collin can move, 

And this is ſome pretty new Art 
Ah, Collin's a Jugler in Love, 

And likes to play Tricks with my Heart. 


. 
1 * 


When he will, he can ſigh and look pale, 
Seem doleful, aud alter his Face; 
Can tremble, and alter his Tale; 
i Ab, Collin has every Pace: 
| The W.llow my Rover prefers, 
To the Breaſt where he once begg'd to lie; 
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> the Streams that he frvells with his Tears, 
Ar: Rivals belov'd more than I. 


s e ry fond Boſom wou'd —_—_ 

aud ny Heart word ſoon beat him to reſt ; 
# (6+ Swain that is flighted, deſpair, 

but Collin is only in jeſt: 
© 1447 the Deceiver deſigns, 

Lethe Maid that is ruin'd, deſpair ; 
yr Ce but dies in his Lines, 
ves himſelf that modiſh Air. 


in + oherds, bred far from the Court, 
90 witcily taik of their Flame; 
v0! C6 iz makes Paſhon his Sport; 
1 88 of ſo fatal a Game. 
15 » of no Muſick can boaſt, 
Now my Perſon of ought that is tine ; 
Pur Cc may find to bis Colt, 
4 Face that is. fairer chan me 4. 


Ah, ng I will break my lov'd Crook, 
% ee V1. bequeath all m y Sheep, 
Aud en in the much-favour'd Brook, 
When Collin does now fit and weep : 
Tien monyn the {ad Fate that you gave, 
zu Sonners fo ſmooth and divine; 
Perhaps may rife from my Grave, 
Tc iar ſuch ſoft Muſisk as thine. 


Ob. che Violet, the Daſey, and Role, 

"1s Heart':-eaſe, che Lilly, and Pink; 
Ita Fingers a Garland compoſe, 

And crown'd with the Rivulet's Brink 
hu 07, my dear Swain, did I ſwear 

Foy much my fond Soul did admire 
Thy. -rſes, thy Shape and thy Air, 

To deck'd in thy rural Attire. 


Your 
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E Winds, to whom Collin complains, 
In Ditties ſo Gd and ſo ſweer ; 

Believe me, the Shepherd but feigns, 

He's wretched to ſhery he has Wit; 
No Charmer like Collin can move, 

And this is ſome pretty new Art; 
Ah, Collin's a Jugler in Love, 

And likes to play Tricks with my Heart. 


When he will, he can ſigh and look pale, 
Seem doleful, and alter his Face; 
Can tremble, and alter his Tale; 
Ab, Collin has every Pace: 
The W.llow my Rover preſers, 
To ths Breaſt where he once begg'd to lie; 
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\ the Streams that he fivells with his Tears, 
Ar: Kivals belov'd more than J. 


is He my fond Boſom wou'd bear, 

Aud ny Heart wou'd ſoon beat him to reſt ; 
# (+ Swain that is flighted, deſpair, 

h Collier is only in jeſt: 

6 Pear the Deceiver deligns, 

Lethe Maid that is ruin'd, deſpair ; 

by (%% but dies in is Likes, | 

ves himſelf chat modiſh Air, 


in 4b herds, bred far from the Court, 
80 5 taik of their Flame; 
4n! Ci makes Paſhon his Sport; 

47 ire of ſo fatal a Game. 
15 of no Muſick can boaſt, 

8 my Perſon of ought that is tine ; 
Fut Cc may find to bis Coſt, 

\ Face that is. fairer chan mine. 
Ah, den I will break my lov'd Crook, 
ee I'LL bequeath all m * Sheep, 

Nad dt in the much-favour'd Brook, 
hene Collin does now fit and weep : 
Tien monyn the fad Fate that you gave, 
zn Sonners fo ſmooth and divine; 
Perhzns may riſe from my Grave, 
To gar ſuch ſoft Muſick: as tine. 


Ob. the Violet, the Daſey, and Roſe, 
due Hearr's-eaſe, che Lilly, and Pink; 
thy Fingers a Garland compoſe, 
and crown'd with the Rivulet's Brink 
ow ol, my dear Swain, did I wear 
How nuch my fond Soul did admire 
lay \ ſes, thy Shape and thy Air, 
Thu” deck'd in thy rural Attire. 
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Your Sheep-hook you rul'd with fuch Art, 
Thar all your ſmall Subjects obe y'd; 

And ſtill you reign'd King of chis Hear:, 
Whoſe Paſſion you falſly upbraid. 

How ofren, my Swain, have I fail, 


| l That thy Arms were a Pallace to me; 
A And how weil  wor'd live in a Shade, 
itt Tho' adorned with nothing but thee ! 


Oh, what are the Sparks of the Town, 
5 Tho' never ſo fine and ſo gay? 

* I freely wouv'd leave Beds of Down, 

347 For thy Breaſt, and a Bed of new Hay. 
BY Then, Collin, return once again, 

bk Again make me hppy in Love; 

ÞÞ Let me find thee a faithful true Swain, 
BY And as conſtant a Nymph I will prove, 
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A SONG: dg by Ar. Penketiunzr 
by Ar. Leveridge. 
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ly in the Dawuing of a Winter's Morn, 

7 brother Dick and I went forth into the Bear), 

o citeh our. ſelves a Heat, 

j threiting of the Wheat, 

um dne Stack, from the Stack, from the stack, the 
| | 0 Stack: 

he Straus they flew about, 

0d the Flails they kept a Rout, 

cha Thwacky, Thwack, Twhack, Thwack, Thwack. 
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Margery came in then with an Earthen Pot, 
Full of a Pudding that was piping hot 
I caught her by the Neck fait, 
And thank'd her for my Breakfaſt, 
With a Smack, Cc. 
Up went her Tai), 
And down went the Flail, 
With a Thwick, Cc. 


Dc, threſhing on, cry'd out, Fic for {hame, 
Muſt I beat the Path whale you catch the Gam: 


17 Sow your wild Oats, 
| | . And mind not her wild Note,; 
137 Of Alack, &c. 


Faith I did the Job, 
Whilſt the Flail bore a Hob, 
With a Tbwack, Ce. 
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She fhiook off the Straws, and did nothing 

Swear ing there was no Defence againſt a El. : 

But quierly lay ſtill, 

And bid me fill, fill, All, 

Her Sack, Sc. 

But 'twas all in vain. | 
For J had ſpilt my Grain, 
| With a Thwack, Ce. 
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A Cure for the Spleen. 


(SONG, in the er thin 48 of The Modern 
Proj}! iets, written by Ar. Tho. D'Urfey. 
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Levate your Joys, ye Inſpir d of the Tow 1, 


The Camiſars axe come, are come to 
(con ture tlie 

Germany and France have been dancing the Fits 
And now th:y fain, they fain, they fan 
(mod] che Tory 


They preach and they pray, the Spirit move 5 
And then they ſhake and quake, and Gambole 


This divine they call, 
And gathers up the Mob, the Devil and all. 


II. 


Pillories we laugh at, and Infamy here, 
The Lofs of Ears, 


Round about the Nation thus madly we go, 


And where we find, we fi nd the Fools are 1. 


(Te 15 
A Change we obtain, 


Which to effect, we hum and ha, and Profelyt:: 


Eagerly they come, 
nd join to promote Rebellion at Home. 
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ins SON G, ſet by an eminent Maſter, 


Within the Compaſs of the Flute. 
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M 7 N | (Faig u, 

den embraging my Friends, and quaffing Cham- 

Dh legmatick Spleen, nou aſſault'ſt me in vain, 

ul! phlegmatick Spleen, thou aſſaulr'ſt me in vain: 

My Pleaſures flaw pure, without Taint or Alloy, 

ind each Glaſs that I drink, inſpires with new Joy : 

My V|catures thus heighten'd, no Improvement receive, 

Ric what the dear Sight of my Philles can give; 

The Charms of her Eyes, the Force of my Wine, 

bo then in harmonious Confed'racy bin, | 

ty wrap me with Joys, to wrap me with Joys ſera» 
(phick, ſeraphick, and divine. 
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Ny our late moſt zealous Aid, 
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And the darling Prince of Wales, 
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A newSONG on the happy Acceffor t1 11; 


Crown, and coming in of our gracinnu vn. 
reign Ring George; rbe Words n :, 
Play- houſe Tune by Ar. 1 Uricy. 


Tune, Page 14. 


Ritains, now let Joys increaſe, 
Revel all in 1 Days, 
Royal George has croſs'd the Seas, 
Ye Natives Homage tender : 
Fate, to ſave us, made him haſte, 
Britain's Genius doubly bleſt, 
And renown'd as was e'er in the Ages paſt, 
The Saint, our Iile's Defender. 


Halcion Peace, that all muſt grant, 

Has been fo long the Nation's Want, 

Glorious and brave ſome People vaunt, 
Has lately nll'd our Story : 

Fut kind Stars ſo well provide, 

And this grand Truth will ſoon be try'd, 

For a Monarch is reigning that will decide 
What is for Britain's Glory. 


The French a lucky Game have plaid, 

Tis now high Time to help our Trade, 
And mend our bad Condition : 

You the Scoundrels charm'd with Hope, 

T's gain by Monkieur, or the Pope, 

Ai his Juncture much ſooner may find a Rope, 
Reward for vile Ambition. 

Gentle Winds have ſwell'd his Sails, 

Bleſs'd the King with happy Gales, 


Our ſecond Faith's Deſender: 


22 . 
I. Ng 
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o let jarring Diſcords ceaſe, 
Veg we're ſure of laſting Peace, 
Fance tho Right muſt fot all our Minds at eaſe. 
Ane Lanlk the fal ſe Pretender. 
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Teague. J. 

I Fark, Lewis groans, good Fader, wat zilſh hir 
1 None of our loud Te Deums availſh him : 
Creeſh ſhave my Show! by Trumpers and Drup ung, 

The Raiſon's plain, now great Marlborough is comm! 1h, 
Yogh hone, O hone. 


. 1 Ri Hop. 11. 

„ Leave of your Howl, you ſeemple Bogtrotte- 
Vat can me do in Tings of dis Nature? 

Nt Get you to Maſs, and doſe Matters handle, 

. { 5 * Ws. 1 . 1 211 R304 Q C . Ale 
BIB To curſe him back vid Bell, d and Candle. 

| | Ah jernie blew, 


a” - — 


Teague. | III. 

Patrich our Shaint, Succeiles delaying, 
C:tihing will do no more good than Praying ; 
Dr:acinl Eugene the Devil ſure carries, 

Now Tournay's taken, hel ſoon come to Fars, 
Yogh hene, O hine. 


Bip. IV. 

It: dey go on as now Gey re beginning, 
Routing our Troops, and Towns daily winning, 
I: in deyr Lines our Army lies ſleeping, 

Adieu de Gold we ſo long have been heaping. 
Hh jeruie b.eiw, | 


rr 
: N 


| Teague. V. 
41f Dis by my Showl's de Fruit of Ambition, 
. Were by his Pride in woful Condition; 
. He mult be making Kings of IWelch Princes, 
| A Plague vpon't, be has quite lot his Senſes, 
Togh hone, O hone, 


| ö Biſhop. | VI. 
| Dis comes of Plots with Sweden combining, 
14 And of propoling Peace, and not figning ; 
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A Cure for the Spleen. 
„ eres now ſuch Anger diſcover, 


„„ demand both Ferſails and de Louvre. 
I jervie Meiw. 


mr" | VII. 

burg uH¹“s mad, dat Fool has undon us 

4 the ſame, who now ſeems to ſnun us; "ip 
bebe {ent gut to ſeek his undoing, 

Lr trons Ale for Prkars is brewing. .. 

„e hone, O hone. 


Oro a Man does all he can 
k To unſlave himielf-from a ſcolding Wife 
He can't get out, but hops about | 
Like a marry'd Bird in the Cage of Life, 
She on Miſchief bent, is ne'er content; 
But makes the poor Man cry out, - 
Rigid Fate, ' Marriage Stare, 
No Reprieve, but the Grave, 
Oh! hard Condition. 


Come I'll tell you how this Wife to bo, 
And quickly bring her to her laſt; 

Your Senſes pleaſe, indulge your Eafe, 

But refiſt no Joy, and each Humour taſte: 
Then let her ſqual, and tear, and baul, 

And with whining cry her Eyes out ; 

Take 2 Flaſk, donble Flaſk, | 

Vhip it up, ſip it up, 
That's your Phyfician. 


A Cure for the Spleen, | 
45 ON 0. Set by Ar. Ton Barret. 
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ove i is now become 2 Trade, 
All irs foys, all its Joys are bought and fold ; 
Money is a Feauture made, 
And Beauty is confin'd to Gold, 
Courrſhip is but Terms of Art, 
Portion, Settlement, and Dower, . - 
Soften, ſoften the moſt obdurate Heart, 
The Lawyer only is the Woer, 
The Lawyer only is the Woer. 


My Stock can never reach a Wife, 
It may a ſmall retailing Whore ; 
Let Men of Fortune buy for Life, | 
A Night's a Purchaſe for the Poor, 
- One N * $2 Purchaſe for the Poor. 
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5 My Stock can never reach a Wife, 


It may a ſmall retailing Whore ; 
Let Men of Fortune buy for Life, 
A Nighr's a Purchaſe for the Poor, 
One Night's 2 Purchaſe for the Poor, 
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Aue fer the Spleen. 


* 


-t 1 — — —— — oo — — — ZV—yU!— — — ũ ðͤ. —— 
— — — — — ä —— — — — — — — — 
5 eee IS 6 ——ů 
a FB b 
- " 1 —— 
— — —V— — — — — 5 > 


—_— . FI, as. —_ _—_ 


W th... — 
hd. — ** hd —_ 


H the- charming Menth-of May, 

When the Breezes fan the Trees, is 

Full of Bloſſoms freſh. and gay, 

Full of Bloſſoms freſh and gay, 
Ob, the charming Month of May, 
Chazming, charming Month. of Mays 5 8 


0h, what Joys our Proſpect yields, 
lu a new Livery, when we ſee every 
bum and Medow, Tree and Field, &.. 


Ob, what Joy, Cc. Charming Joys, Oe» 
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Oh, how frefh the Morning Air, 
When the Zephirs and the Hephirs, 
Their odoriferous Breaths compare, 

Oh, how freſh, &c. charming freſh, &. 


Oh, how fine our Evening's Walk, 
When the Nightingale delighting, - 
With. her Songs ſuſpends our Talk, 

Oh, how fine, & c. charming fine, &@ 


Oh, how ſweet at Night to dream 

On moily Pillows, by the Trillows 

Of a gentle purling Stream, 

Oh, how ſweet, &c. charming ſweet, Se. 


Oh, how kind the Country Laſs, 
Who her Cow bilking, leaves her Milking, 
For a green Gown upon the Graſs, 


Ty how kind; &c. charming kind Ce. 


Oh, / how ſweet it is to foy, 

Ar the Conclufion, her deep Colao, 
Bluſhing Cheeks, and down-caft Eye, 

ns how [weet, Se. charming 3 e. N 


the charming Curds and Creind, | 
en all is over, ſhe gives her Lover, 
— on der Skimming-diſh carves her Name, 
Oh, the charming Curds and Cream, 
Charming, 1 Curds and Gream. 


A Cure for the Spleen. 
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5 * by the Sweets of Love, | - 
Are the Joys I moſt admire, | 
Kind and active Fire, 
Of a fierce Deſire, 
mulge my Soul, compleat my Bliſs : 
nut ch' affected Coldneſs 
Of Celia damps my Boldneſs; 
I muſt bow; proteſt and vow, —_ 
And ſwear 005 I would. be proud, 
Ven ſhe with equal Ardor longs to kiſs. 
ins 2 Bowh, then bring a jolly Bowl, 
vi quench fond Love within it ; 
ith owing Cups I'll raife my Soul, - 
And here's to the happy Minute: (war 
x flul'd with briſk Wine when ſhe's panting. and 
And Nature unguarded lets looſe her Mind, | | 
u the amorons Moment the Gipſy I'll find, 
lige her, and take her by Storm. 


The 
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Itꝗ; e Cheſter Health, a CATCY. 
7 Seer by Ar. William Davis. 
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Whoſe Hearevs are Fools, Fools, Fools, 
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E tein iin ee e d Peu 
„ Fanaticks, Fanaticks, Fanaticks, to reſtleſs Fan:vick 


And rheir Preachers Pragmaticks, Pragmaticks, Prog 
Licks, their Preachers Pragmaticks: 
i 9 8 Sin 


A Cure for the Spleen, 


be their Tricks and Intreagues are expos d, 

ce their Tricks and Intreagues are ex pos d, 2 

: expos d ta the Light, ex pos d to the Light, 

xd the World is convinc'd, is convinc'd, 5. 

conv inc'd of their Malice and Spight ; 

{| the World is convinc'd, is convinc'd of their Ma- 
a (lice and Spighf. 

res 2 Health to the Doctor, . cxrink! © 

Which now we dare name, which now we dare name; 

id he's a falſe Brother, falſe Brother, falſe Brother, by 

That vyon't pledge the ſame 

Falſe Brother, falſe Brother, that won't pledge the ſame, 


— 


SONG, ſung by Alr. Pack, aTing « 
Quaker, in the Richmond Heireſs, 


The Words b „Ar. D'Urfey. 
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Aiden freſh as a Roſe, 
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"TAKE no Spouſe among Beaux, 


Fond of their raking Quality « 
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Young, buxom, and full of Jolly z 


CR 


the who wears a long Buſh, 

All Powder down from his Perierane; 
and with Noſe full of Snuſh, _ 

dnufßes out Love in merry 'vein. 
Whoto Dames of high Place, 

Does prattle like any Parrot 1 too 

Yet ot. Dox1es a Brace, 
At Night pigs in a Garret too: 
patri mon y out run, \ 

Ts make a fine Shew to carry thee; 
Plainly Friend, thowrt undone, 
if {uch a Creature marry thee. 


ben, for fear of a Bribe, 

Of Hattering Noiſe and Vanity ; : 
+ | Bens of our Tribe, 

}] ſhew thee beſt Humanity: 

rity thou wilt find Love, 

In C vil, as well as Secular; 

But when the Spirit doth move, 

ve have à Gift particular, 

0 qt Graveneſs is Pride, 

Tuat Boobies the more may venerate; 
ethet gets a rich Bride, 

Can jump when he's to generate: 
Mrhen goes the Diſguiſe, 

To Bed in his Arms he'll carry thee ; 
den to be happy and wiſe, 

Take Jra and | a to marry thee. 
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Aiden freſh as a Roſe, 

Young, buzom,. 2nd full of Joility 1 
Take no Spouſe among Beau, 
Fend of their raking Quality: etl 
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wo wears 2 long Buſh, . 

All Powder down from his Perierane; = 
Ind with Noſe full of Snuſn, 

Snuffies out Love in merry 'vein. 
Who co Dames of high Place, 

Pors prattle like any Parrot too 3 
Yet with Doxies à Brace, 

at Night pigs in a Garret too: 
patrimony out run, 5 | 

Io make a fine She to carry theez 
Plainly Friend, thowrt undone, 
1f ſuch a Creature marry thee. 


Then, for fear of à Rribe, 3 
Of Hattering Noiſe and Vanity; wine 

ore 2 Lad of our Tribe, 

Hel ſhew thee beſt Humanity: 

Falhy thou wilt find Love, 

In Civil, as well as Secular; 

Kut w ben the Spirit doth move, 

we have 2 Gift particular, | 

10' cu, Graveneſs is Pride, - b 

Tuat Boobies the more may venerate; 

e thet gets arich Bride, 

(an jump when he's to generate: 

Methen goes the Diſguiſe, ; 

To Bed in his Arms he'll carry thee ; 

Then to be happy and wiſe, 

Take Tea and 8 to marry thee. 
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1.1 Love of NO Party. | 
Ae SONG, made by Ar, D'Urfey 
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"ACure for the Spleen. * 


NE April Morng when from the Seay | . NN 
) Phæbus was juſt appearing; . 
wn: and Celia, young and gay, N 
Long fettled Love endearing, N \F 
ſet in a Grove to vent their Spleen 
Du Parents unrelenting; 
[- bred of Tory Race had been nf «vu 
She of the Tribe diſſenting. . CO 8 
tia, whoſe Eyes out · none the God, 
Newly the Hills adorning; 
old him Mamma would be ſtark = 
She miſling Pray'rs that Morning: 
hamon, his Arm around her Waſte, ” 
Swore, tho* nought ſhou'd em ſunder, | 
ound my rough Dad know how I'm bleſt, 
'Twould make him roar like Thunder. 
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reat ones, whom proud Ambition blinde, - 
By action ſtill ſupport it; | | XA 
# wi ere Vile Money taints the Mind, N 
hey for Convenience court it: 5 
E Love, that ſcorns to ſhew 
Party ſhou'd raife his Glory, 
wears he exalt a Vaſſl true, 
Let it be NS or Tory. 
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The Parſon among the Peaſe. 
4e SONG, the Words by Mr. D'Uriey. 
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NE long hit ſon Holiday, 
Holiday, Holiday, *twas a jolly Days. 
Young Ralph, buxom Hunde, | 
Pl; Lids, Weladay, met in the Peaſe : 
hey long kad Community; 
ie loy'd her, ſlie lov'd bim, joyful Unity; 
Nonght but Opportunity, 
Scanting was wanting their Boſoms to raiſe ; : 
But now Fortune's Cruelty, a 
melt y, you will ſee, for as they lie | 
In clol? hug, Sir Domini, | 
Gemini, gemini, chanc'd to come by 
He read Prayers i'th' Famity, \ 
No Way now to frame a Lie, 
They ſcar'd at old Homily, 
my, Homi yy both a ay fl 1. 
N 
$ ſoon as he ſaw the Sight, 
fu:! 0f Spight, as a Kite, runs the Recubite, 
Like a holy Hy N 
Hy — 8 Miſchief x0 fay: 
Fave he wow'd fair Phillida, 
Pilida, Philida, dreſs'd chat 1 Ph 7 
hut poor Ralph, ah Weladay, 
wel day, welrway, mend was away 
Ads nige, cxys Sir Demini, 1 
Gemini; gemini, ſhafl 1 y 
To haulk me, as common ly, 
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Commonly, commonly, has been his Way; 
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19 6 The Merry Mujician 5 or, 
No, I rule the Family, | 
They know. nought to blame me by, 

L read Pray'rs and Homily, 

Homily, Homily, three times a Day. 
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The merry Wives of Windſor. 
Within the Compaſs of. the FLUTE 
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E merry Wives of Windſor, 
Whereof you make your Play, 
d a& us on your Stages, 

I London, Day by Day: 

Alas, it doth not hurt us, 

We care not what you do; 

er all you co, Wel fing and laughs 
and yet. be honeſt too. + 


ae, we are good Pellows, 

We hate Diſhoneſty 5 

Ve are not like your City-Dames, 

In Sport of Venery: 

e ſcorn to punk, or to be drunk, 

But this we dare to do, | 

To tic and Thar, laugh and be fat, 
But yet be honeſt too. 


But chould you know we Wizdfor-Dames, 
e free ſrom haughty Pride, 
And hate the Tricks you Wenches have 
In London and Bankſide ; 
but we can ſpend and Money lend, 
And more than that we'll do; 
Ve'li fir and chat, laugh and be far, 
And yet be honeſt too. 
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198 The Merry Muſician ; or, 
It grieves us much to ſee your Wants 
Of Things that we have Store; 
In Foreſts wide,.and Parks beſide, 
And other Places more : 
Pray do not ſcorn the Windſor Horn, 
That is both fair and new; 
Altho' you ſcold, we'll ſing and laugh, 
And yet be honeſt too. 


And now fare unto you all, 
We have no more to ſay; 

Be ſure you imirate us right 
In acting of your Play: 

I; that you miſs, we'll at you hiſs, 
As others us'd to do; 

And at you ſcoff, and ſing and Hush, 
And 1 be honeſt too. 
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Health on * UN VION, The Wor: ; 
Ar. Herbert : Set by Ar. Wilkam. Elford, 
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4 Cure for the Spletn.. 


Ake haſte; pierce the Pipe, that of racy Canary, 
1 The Nectar which made our old Poets fo-airy, 
he Nectar which made our old Poets ſo airy : 
ome, a Healch to our Empreſs Britannia the great, 
ritannia, Britannia, Fritannia the great; 
Whoſe Conqueſts, whoſe Conqueſts, 
hoſe Couqueſts at Home, as abroad, are compleat; F 
dap preſling the ſeryile moſt from 2. Faſhion, * 


The Union adds Laurels to thoſe late did grow. = 
En the Banks of the Danube, the Dile, and the Po; 


That Badge To long pinn'd on the Sleeve of this Nation... ; 


To crown. all her Triumphs, we will plant. on the Sein 


An:wv Flag of Union this approaching phie; 
The Red: — 5 Blue Colours 1 in uniting, create 
The Purple Imperial fur our ne Britiſh State. 


Enticing Love: 4 8 0 N C. 
Ser by Mr. William Gorton. 
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twas in vain, 
ice bright Lucinda has re 


tafr, to ſoft Deſire, 


PNticing Love my Vows has broke; 
L. Enticing Love my Vows has broke, Fo SG 

(1, and I my Anger muſt revoke; (me to Jdiſlain 
o unkind Cloris, tho unkind Clors mov'd me, mov'd 
fe'ry Female Charm, yet (was in vain, twas in Vain, 


"fy 18gged, rugged Paſſions,, S. 


new'd, renew'd the Fire, 


ly ragged, rugged: Paſhons change to ſoft, ſoſt, ſoft,. 
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206 The Marry Muſician; or, 

Then let no Swain ever diſdain, \then let no Swain + 
diſdain N | | 
Io love the charming Fair; 
If Cloris denies, Lucinda complies, 
And ends, and ends our fruitleſs, fruitleſs Care 

If Cloris denies, Lucinda complies, 
And ends, and ends our fruitleſs, fruitleſs Care. 


— 9 — — a 1 1 


— — 


Scotch S O N G. 
Sung by Are. Willis, at the Theatre. 


by 
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k N you who comes here, 
ThedLaird of aw the Clan 

dom Iſe love but Fear, | i, 

hecauſe a muckle Man : * 

But what if he's great, | at 

He deſcends from his State, 

And receive him, receive him as you Can. 

me my bonuy blich Lads, 

your beſt. Lukes and Place, 

Ir & Laind' 1s here, whom we thoutt Love, 


And 
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And who ſhould approve - 


Our Reſpect as well as Fear, 


For the Laird is AY whom we love eand fear, 
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A Dialogue "OD a Good Fellow and a Bea 
To the Tune of the vid Cibell, 
_ The Words by Mr. Eſtcourt. 
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A Cure for the Spleen. 
G. Fellow. | 


—— 


(3. Fellow. 


R. I'll take a Glaſs now and then, ** 


B. Then, Sir, long live che Prince. . 


210 bel g Ralctan; rg 
Beau. T ARD, how Men can Claret drink, 


4 Tis but a bruitiſh Act, I think, 
Thus to be ſwallowing beaſtiy Wine, 
Without ever being fine. 

Good -Fellow. ] Yon filly Beau, I'd have you 110 W. 
III not be taught by you.” 

B. CivtLa-Gad, ſtrike me dumb, the Fellow's Mas. 
G. Mad as Jam, do not ham, 

But drink what you can, 

And that quickly too, 

Or elſe your Wig l'Il burn. 

Half this will f:rve mi Turn. 

Ouns, take off your-Glafs, | 

Or-F'l1 tbrow it in your Face, . 
I'll make ſuch a Figure as ne ler was ſeen; - 
B. Then, Sir, long live the Queen 


LL 


B. Oh, you make me harrid ſic k, 
I Lian nor og, el, Ns Week; 
How is it paſſible Men {ould liv e, 
When theſe Loads of Wine you give. 
G. Tou lilly Beau, I'd have you know, 
A Bumper's good to put about ache Blood. 
B. And, Sir, no Doubt, 
But it will ſoon put Lite quite out. 
(3, Women's Souls that live by Rules, are Fools. 
B. Then, Sir, dear 8177 acer 8 


But will newer, drink again. 

G. What a Dix needs all this Pother ; 4 
Come, here's another, 
Which I']1] make you pledge, and then go- hence. 


G. Mighty well, here's one. m0 
It ſtands at your Door, 

And a-faich you ſhall got leave it in the Lurch. 
B, Then here's to England and the Church, 
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. 212 The Merry Muſicians or, 
OW Focky and Aeg g) are ready 


N to gang to the Kirk to ſped, 
bf As fine as a Laird or Lady, 
1s For they are reſoly'd to wed : 
. Come, aw let's away to the Wedding, 
For there will le Lilting there; 
7ecky'll be marry'd to Moggy, 
| The Lafs with the golden Hair, 


And for a whole Month together, 
[3 HBriik Joc by a wooing went, 
Till Moggy's Mother and Vather, 
At lth gave their Conſent: _ 
Come, aw let's, &c. | 


And there'll be long Keel and Pettage, 
And Bannarks of Barley Meal ; 

1 And there'II be geud ſa wt Herring, 

5 To reliſh a Cogue of good Ale : ; 


8 | Come, A let” 5 ce , 
| And there'll be Sawney the 1 + 
. | And Will with with muckle Mow ; 


And there'll be Tommy the Blatter, 
| And Andrew the Tinker I trow : 
Come, aw let's, &c. : 

And there'll be Bow-legg'd Bobby, 
And Thumbleſs Kate's geud Man; 
And there'll be blue cheek'd Dolly, | 

And Luwry the Laird of the Land. 

Come, a ler $, &c, 


And there'll be low li pper 3 | 

And pluggy Fac'd Watt of the Mill; *® 
And there Il be farnicl'd Hy 

That wins at the Ho of the Hill : 
Come, aw let” 5 e. 


ad chere II be Annefler Dowga!, 

That ſplay-footed Betty did wooe ; 
ad mincing Beſſey and Tibley, 

And Chri 12 the Belly- gut Sow : 
ome, aw let's, &c. 


4 Craney that marry'd Seney, 

| That loſt him his Breeks off his Arſe; 
Ind after was hang'd for ſtealing; 

ts well that it happen'd no worſe : 
ome, aw let's, &c. 


nl there'II be hopper-ars'd Nax, 
and ſcarry Fac'd Jenny by Name; 
Jad Nate, and fat Legg'd Liſſe), 

The Laſs with the codling Wem 
ome, aw let's, &c. 


ad there'll be Johnny go Rey, 

nd his glack'd Wife Jenny Bell; 

ad meſſed Skin bloſen Jord), 

The Lad that went ſcipper him ſell - 
ome, aw let's, Oc. 


There'll be all the Cad and Laſſes, 

Ser down in the Middle of the Hall ; 
[> Sybouſe and Raſtacks and Carlings, 
That are both ſodden and raw : 

dme, aw let's, GW. 
dere Il be tart Perry and Catham, 

and Fiſh of good Gabbock and Skate; 
rolouwy, and Dramuck, and Brandy, 
And Collar'd Neat's Feet | ins Plate: . 
ome, AW n N 


d there l be Meal, Kell, and caflicks 
And Skin to 2 till * rive; 
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214 The Merry Milian; or, 
And Roaches to roaft on the Gridiron, 


il And Flukes that were tane alive: 
þ Come, aw let's, ,&c. 


| Crapp'd Head Wilks and Pangles, | 
| And a Meal of good Sweting to ney; 
And when you're all burſt with eating, 
We'll riſe up and dance 'till we dey: 
Come, aw let's away to the Bridal, | 


| For there will be Lilting there; 
Joch ll be marry d to Mogg, 
The Lafs with the golden Hair. 
f . , | 3 | 
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And her paſſionate Lover, and her paſſionate 1 ove, 
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Merry Mufician ; or, 


'S: 


L g (high fe*(in 

Lo E, Love, Love's a Diſtemper that comes 

And is cur'd like a Fever, by emptying, by empryi 
by emptying, and bleeding: 

It ſeizes the Brain, and the Head runs on Fanc:*:, 
That all, all, all, all, all, all, all the young Wenc!':; 
Queens in Romances; 8 
Rut the Love Fit ſoon over, pretty Miſs proves a owl 


arrant dull Looby. 
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The Mouſe e-Trap. Aſade to a comical 1 
Tune in the Country Wake. 
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Fall the imple Things we do, 

3 To rub over a whimſical Life 
Ther noone Folly is ſo true, 

as that very bad Bargain a Wife: 
Ver nit like a Mouſe in a Trap, 

Or Vermin caught in a Gin; 
ke ſweat, and fret, and try toeſcape, 

Aud curſe the ſad Hour we came in. 


eam ed, and drank, and play'd the Fool, 
And a thouſand mad Frollicks more; 
row d, and rang'd, deſpis's all Rule, 

Bat I never was marry'd before: 

lus was the worſt Plague could enſue, 

I'm mew'd in a ſmoaky Houſe ; 

us d to tope a Bottle or two, 

But OW tis ſmall Beer with my Spouſe. 


ly darling Freedom crown'd my Joys, 
Ang I never was vext in my Way; 

H now 1 croſs her Will, her Voice, 

Makes my Lodging too hot oe my Stay: 


. 5 Like 


i a8 The Merry Muffcian ; or, 

Like a Fox that is hamper'd, in vain 
fret our my Heart and Soul; 

0 Walk to and fro the Length of my Chain, 

* Then forc'd to creep into my Hole. 
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The Curtain Lecture. A new Dialogus |, 
teen a Clowniſh Huſband and a cunnin 
Pie. The Words by Ar. D' Urfey. 
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He. F all Comforts I miſcarry'd, . 


The. 


IL this 


When I play'd the Sot and marry'd'; 
'Tis a Trap there's none need doubt on'r, 


Thoſe that are in't would fain get out on't, 
1+. Fy, my dear, pray come to Bed, 


That Napkin take, and bind your Head; 
Too much Drink your Brain has dos'd, . 
Vou'll be quite alcer'd when repos'd, 


Oons, tis all one, if Im up or lie down, — 
For as ſoon as the Cock crows I'll be gone. 
. 'Tis to grieve me, thus you leave me, 


Was I, was 1 made n Wife to lie alone. 


Arms my felf divorcing, - 
orn muſt ride a Courſing; 
Sport that far excels a Madam, 

Or all Wives have been fince Adam. 


From 


I, when thus Pye loſt my Due, 15 5 er 


Muſt hug my Pillow wanting 8 "HER 
And whilſt yon tope it all the Day, 
Regale in Cups of harmleſs Tea, 
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220 The Merry Miſician; or, 


- 


He. Pox, What care I, drink your Slops till you die, 
Yonder's Brandy will keep me a Monch from Hog 
She. If thus parted, I'm broken Hearted, 
When h when I ſend for you, my dear, pray com: 


He. Fre I'll be from rambling hinder'd, 

I'll renounce my Spouſe and Kindred ; 

To be ſober I've no Leiſure, - 

What's a Man without his Pleaſure. 
She. To my Grief then I muſt ſee 

Strong Ale and Nantz my Rivals be; 

Whilſt you rope it with your Blades, 

Poor I tir ſtitching with my Maids. 
He. Oons'you may go to your Goſſi ps you know, 
And there if you can meet a Friend pray do. 
She. Go-you Joker, go Provoker, 
k Never, never ſhall I meet a Man like you, 


*% 
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A SONG, ſun by Ar. Raynton, in ths 
Play calld, The Cuſtom of the Manour. 
Ser by Ar. John Barret. 
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222 - The Merry Muſuian: or 
3 or, 


E that marries a Laſs for Love and a Face, 
: Without Money is till in a Pitiful Cafe ; 
Or he that for Money alone, 
Pats a Wedding Ring on an ugly rich Thing, 
Does but tie himſelf ſcurvily down: 


TT CG — 
— * bm — — —— A” _ 
5 . „ Co * * 


9 vor the Poor, the Poor will want Wealth, 
kl And the Rich, the Rich be poor; | 
| | Pit he that has Money and Love in good Store, 


Has all the World in a String. 
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A Favorite SO NG, in the new Oper: 
The Words by Ar. Leveridge. 
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Litt'ring Intruder, ſmiling Deluder, 
No more invade my Liberty, 
No more invade my Liberty, 
All thy Attempts are vain : 
Flatt'ring ſmiling, flatt'ring Intruder, 
No, no, no mor? invade my Liberty, 
All thy Attempts, all thy Attemprs are vain : 
Smiling, flatt'ring, ſmilling Deluder, 
No, no, no more invade my Liberty, 
All thy Attempts, all thy Attempts are valn, 
All thy Attempts are vain :; 
Go give thy guilded Pleaſure, 
Thy empty, airy. Treaſure, 
To Fools that court Captivity, 
For I have broke thy Chain, 
For I have broke, have broke thy Chain. 
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$ I came 3 the High-Land Town, 
A And there was Laſſes many; 
dat in a Rank, on either Bank, 

Aid ene more gay than any; 
le le*k*'d about for ene kind Face, 

and Ie ſpy'd Willy Scroggy; 
lle TP! i'd of him what was der Name, 

Aud he caw'd her Rat hern Lag) 
L 5 A ſprightly 
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Latt'ring Intruder, ſmiling Deluder, 
No more invade my Liberty, 
No more invade my Liberty, 
Allthy Attempts are vain : 
Flatt'ring ſmiling, flatt'ring Intruder, 
No, no, no mor? invade my Liberty, 
All thy Attempts, all thy Attemprs are vain: 
Smiling, flatt'ring, ſmilling Deliider, 
No, no, no more invade my Liberty, 
All thy Attempts, all thy Attempts are V ain, 
All thy Attempts are Vain ; 
Go give thy guilded Pleaſure, 
Thy empty, airy Treaſure, 
To Fools that court Captivity, 
For I have broke thy Chain, 
For I have broke, have broke 0-4 Chain. 
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A I came down the High-Land Town, 

f And there was Laſſes many; jc 

dat in a Rank, on either Bank, 
Aud ene more gay than any; 

bo less d about for ene kind Face, +930] N 
Iſe ſpy'd Willy Scroggy; 


15 6 75 r'd of him what was her Name, 4 
Aud he caw'd her Rat hern Loggy. 11 — 
L 5 A ſorightly 
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226 The Merry Muſician ;, or, 
A ſprighly bonny Gurl ſha was, 
And made my Heart to riſe, e; 
She was {a fair, ſa blith a Laſs, 
And Love was in her Eyes ſo: 
Iſe walk d about like ene poſſeſs d, 
And quite forgot poor Mg; 
For nathing now could give me reſt, 
But bonny Kathern Loy gy, 


My pratty Katy, then quo I, 
And many a Sigh I gave her, 
Let not a Leard for Katy die, 
But take him to great Favour : 
Sha Jaugh'd aloud,. and ſa did aw, 
And bad me hemward to ge, 
And ſtill cry'd out awaw, awaw, 
Fro bonny Kathern Logen. 


A! 


A Fardel farther I wonld ſee, 
And ſome began ro muſe me; { 
The Laſſes they fat wittally, | 
And the Lads began to rouze me : | \ 
The Blade; with Bows came down the knows, | 
Like Ring-Rooks fro Strecy Boggy : 
And four and twanty Highland Lads 
Were following Kathern Log 7y. 


When I did ken this muckle Train, 

And every ene did know her; 

I pid of Willy what they mean, 
Quo be, they aw do mow her; 

Thexe's ne'er a Laſs in aw Scotland, 
From Dundee to Strecy Baggy; 

That has her Fort fo bravely mann'd, 
As bonny Kathern Legg y. 


At firſt, indeed, I needs muſt tell, 
Iſe could not weel believe ir; 

ZBut when Ife ſaw how fow they ſell, 

Lie could not but conceive it; | 


A Cure for the Spleen. 
There was neer a Lad of any Note, 

Or any deft young Roguey, 
But he did lift the welly Coat 

07 bonny Kathern Log gy. 


Had I ken'd on Kittleneſs, 
as came o'er the Moor, Foe, 
Ile nad ne'er ban as I ha done, 
Nor ne'er out ſtank'd my ſeln ſo: 
For I was then ſo ſtank'd with Stint, 
| ſpurr'd my awd Nag Fogey ; Te 
And had I ken'd ſhaw had bin a Whore, 
i lad ne'er lov'd Kathern Logs y. 
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Mn 


T Noon in a ſultry Summer's Day, 
The brighteſt Lady of the May, 
Young Cloris innocent and gay, 
Sat knotting in a Shade: 
Each flender Finger play'd its Part, 
With ſuch Activity and Art, 
As would inflame a youthful Heart, 
And warm the molt decay d. 
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der fav rite Swain by Chance came by, 
he had him quickly in her Eye, 
et when the baſhful Boy drew nigh, 
she would have ſeem'd afraid; 
he let her Iv'ry Needle fall, 
nd hur d away her twiſted Ball, ai; 
len gave her Strephon fuch a Call, 14 
As would have wak'd the Dead. 10 


. = 
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— 
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2r gentle Youth it's none but thee, 
ich Innocence I dare be free, 
7 {0 much Truſt and Modeſty, 


No Nymph was e'er betray'd ; ul. 
om: lean thy Head into my Lap, | —— 
Chile thy ſoft Checks I firoak and clap, | | 1 

Thon may'ſt ſecurely take a Nap, | | es 
Which he, poor Fool, obey'd. mt 2 
+188 

Bhe ſary him yawn, and heard him [norgs. . | oh 
ind found him faſt aſleep all o'er, 2 uy 1 
She ligh'd , and could no more, 9 \ 1 

But ſtarting up the ſaid, 1 
duch Vertue ſhould rewarded be, 8 
For this thy dull Fidelity, fi 


Il] truſt thee with my Flocks not me, 


” * 
—— 2 > 8 — 
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Purſue thy grazing Trade: 1 

Go ilk thy Goats, and ſhear thy Sheep, N 1 
And watch all Night thy Flock to keep, | h 
Thon ſhalr no more be lull'd aſlee p 1 
By me miſtaken Maid, 1 
| 115 
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The Kentiſh Toaft, Set by Ar. John Ecce 
Tranſpos'd from the Baſs Clif: 
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on d the jolly old Bacchns look ſparkling and fine, 

To the Toaſts of our own, let him ſend us French. 

Wine, 

is Godhead will 3 to be doubly divine; : 
n tl Godhead will ſeem to be doubly divine ; 4 
nixing bright Beauty with generous Juice, 
rate a new Life in che dying Margouze, 
n to Love in full Glaſſes thus bleſt we carouze ; 
n to Love in full Glaſſes thus bleſt we carouze. 
he fair Maid of Kent then a Bumper I ſiy, 
e fair Maid of Kent then a Bumper I fay, 
mper, a Bumper, a Bumper I ſay; 
icht ſhines the Toaſt, and the Wine looks ſo gay, 
igut ſhines the Toaſt, and the Wine looks ſo gay, 
great. Fove would run mad, great 7ove would run 
4, mad, mad, mad, for ſuch Beauties as they: 
Jo ve Woll run mad, great Fove would run mad, 
nl, mad, mad, mad, mad, mad, mad, mad forſuch. 
decuries as they: 
fove would run mad, mad, mad, mad for ich 
q aut les as as they, ſuch Beauties as they. 

The | 


— 


| 234 be Merry Muſician; or, 


The Sheep-ſbeering Ballad. 
Sung by Mr, Burkhead. Ser by Ar. J. Bari 
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236 The Merry Muſician ; or, 


7Hen the Roſe is in Bud, and che Violets blow, 
When the Birds ſmg del rede on every Bo 
When Couflips and Daiſies and Daffadils ſpread, 
And adorn and perfume the green low'ry Mead! 
When without the Piough far Oxen low, 
The Lads and the Laſſes a Sheep- hearing 505 
The cleanly Milk-Pail 
Is fill'd with brown Ale, 
Cur Table, our Table's the Graſs, 
Where we kiſs and we ſing, 
And we dance in a Ring, : 
And ev'ry Lad, ev'ry Lad has his Laſs ; 
When without the Plough fat Oxen low, 
The Lads and the Lailes a Sheep-ſhearing go. 
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The Shepherd ſhears his jolly Fleece, 

How much zicher than that which they ſay was in Gr 
Tis our Cloath and our Food, 
And our politick Blood, 

Tis the Seat, tis the Seat which our Nobles all [it on 
"Tis a Mine above Ground, 
Where our Treaſure is found, 

Tu the Gold, tis the Gold and the Silver of Eritton. 
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LL you that muſt take a Leap in the Dark, 
| Pity the Fate of Lawſon and Clark ; 

Cheated with Hope, by Mercy amus'd, 
Betray*d by the ſinful Ways we us'd; 
Crop'd in our Prime of Strength and Youth, 

\ Who can but weep at ſo ſad a Truth. 

16 Crop'd in our Prime of Strength and Vouth, 

6 Who can but Weep at ſo fad a Truth. 


Once we thought twould never be Night, 
But now, alas, twill never be Light; 
Heavenly. Mercy ſhine on our Souls, 
i Death draws near, hark, Sepulchre's Bell Toles 
bo | Nature is ſtronger in Youth than in Age, 
| Grant us thy Spirit, Lord, Grief to aſſwage. 1 


* Courſes of Rvil brought us to this, 
j: Sinful Pleaſure, deceitful Bliſs ; 

A We neer ſhould have Cauſe ſo much to repent, 

1 Could we with our Callings have been but content, 

The Snares of Wine and Women Fair, 
Firſt were the Cauſe that we now Deſpair. 


a You that now view our Fatal End, | 
HB Warn'd by our Caſe, your Carriage mend; 
| | Soon or late grim Death will come, 
Who'd not prepare for a certain Doom; 

$ Spawn long Life, with Iifelels Joys, 

1 | What's in this World but Care and Noiſe ? 
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th tho” moſt bleſs d by being ſo, 

vaſt thy Joy, as great thy Wor ; | a 
ry Sin that gives Delighit, | 

ll in the End the Soul affright; 

not 11:7 Youth, thy Wealth, nor Strength, 

144d to Life one Moment' Length. 


F 


lie as mexciful as juſt, 

nſe our Hearts, ſince die we muſt ; 
Temptations of Worldly Joys, 

s for our Grief, and our Peace deſtroys; 
ok then when aan his Race has run, 

th is the Prize which he has won, 


there's none ſo abſurd and odd, 
hink, with the Fool, there is no God; 
fist we fear when Death we meet, 
Cc not t account at the Judgment Seat; 
(Providence we find each Hour, 
a 't:pernatural Power ; 
5 open thy bright Abode, 
ve our Souls, tremendous God, 


"x 4 8 — 


6 
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NG on 1b Feel ring Campaign. De- 
* to be ſung between the Ag in the 


lodern Prophets. Written by Mr. PLONE. 
The Tune, Page 14. 


O, now comes on the glorious Vear, 
Eritain has Hope, and France has F . 
the Wax has coſt ſo dear, 

He flyly Peace does render : 

br two Heroes a Well know, 

teach of his Word fore Years ago, 


teſolve they will give him another Blow, « 
Unlels he Spain ſurrenders. 


240 2 Neri VITtTTCT.AF 5 0) 
Health to the Queen then ftrair begin, | 
To Marlborough the great, and to brave Exgene, 
With them ler valiant Webb too come in, 

Who late perform'd a Wonder: 
Then to the Ocean an Offering make, 
And boldly carouze to brave Sir Jahn Leak, 

Who with Mortar and Cannon Mahone did take, 

Aud make the Pope knock under. 


Reat up the Drum a new Allarm, 

The Foe 1s cold and we are warm, 

The Monſfieuzr's Troops can do no harm, 
Tho' they abound in Numbers: 

Puſh, then, once more, and the War is done, 

Old Men and Boys will ſurely run, 

And we know we can beat em, if four to one, 
Which he rao well remembers. 
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LL the World's in Strife and Hurry, 
And the Lord knows when twill ceaſt; 

Some for Intereſt, ſome for Glory, 

While the Talk runs all on Peace; 3 
And the High-Church and the Low, 
Makes all our Diſcords grow ; 
And they who fit at the Helm in Doubt, 
Are not ſure how quickly they may turn out : 
How happy then 1s he, 
Who from Fools, and the Faction of the Town, 1 is free 
Who for Love, and not ill Ends, 
Treats his Neighbours and his Friends - 
He ſhall ever in the the Book of Fame, 
Fix with Honour a glorious Name. | ni 


1 

He that was the great Purſe-Bearer, 

At his Levee no Crowds we ſee ; 
He that was the great Cauſe- Hearer, | 

No longer makes Decree : Tha 
And to ſhew the growing Evil, c 
And that Fortune is the Devil; 
Our General who led our Armies abroad, 

Who we hte did celebrate Itke a God, iV 
Had not one for to drink his Health, h 

, Unleſs 2 Friend puts about by Stealth ; $ 

| A Whig is in Diſprace, 
And a Tory in his Place; 

Riddles all, there's ſomething amiſz, Ti 
What Þ whizaſical World 1s ns ? St 
OY Of 

N 


— o_ y__ _ —_ —_— 


A Cure" for the Spleen, 


{ new Health on King George's Coronation, 
The Words by Afr. D'Urfey. 


[ the Tune of, The Ordnance Bond, Page 61. 


Reat Ceſar i is crown'd, 
To the Skies let it ſound, 
ho fo many, ſo many, ſo many, ſo many with Ma- 
lice do grumble and lower; 
The Whigs raiſe their Joys, 
With a general Voice, 


nd with Bough, Huzza ! Bough, Hnzza ! Bough, 1 Huzza? t 


The great Cannons go off at the Tower. 


_ Prince Wallia along, ei 


Gave ſuth Grace to the Throng, 


That you'd fancy, you'd fancy, 255 'd — 1 80 'd fan- 


cy ſome God had deſcended : 
His Goddeſs look'd on, yon der 1 4 
And with Joy heard ach Gunz 


„ 


ve a Bough, Huzza, Bough, Huzza, Bough, Husa, by 


her Brace of young Angels attended, 


Then All Glaſſes high, 
For methinks I am dry, 


Succeſs, to the King and the Nation; 
*Twill Wit too infpire, _ 
And we'll ſecond the Fire, 
Vf the Bough, iuzza, Bough, Huzzah, Bough, lun, 
Never was à more Son OccaJon. | 


ill Pm toping, I'm toping, I'm toping,. r m roping 


Burkhead. 


By Mr 
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4 Health to all Honeſt Men. 
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"V'ry Man take a Glaſs in his Hand, 
„And drink a Health to our King 
any Years may he rule o'er this Land, 
May his Lawrcls for ever freſh ſpring : 
Let Wrangling and Jangling ſtraitway "wc 
Let eb ry Man ſtrive for his Country's Peace 
Neither Tory nor Whig, | 
With their Parties look big, 
-' 4 Health to all honeſt Men, 


Tis not owning a whimſical Name, 

That proves a Man loyal and juſt ; 
L:: him fight for his Country's Fame, 

Be impartial at Home, if in Truſt : 
'Tis this that proves him an honeſt Soul, 
His Health we'll drink in a brim full Bowl ; 

Then leave off all Debate, 
No Confuſion create, 

Here's a Health to all honeſt Men, 


When a Company” s honeſtly met, 
With intent to be jolly and gay, 
Their drooping Souls for to wher, 
And drown the Parigues of the Day : 
What Madneſs it is thus to diſpute, 
Wien neither Side can his Man confute; 
When you've ſaid what you dare, 
You're but juſt where you were, 
Here's a Healrh to all honeſt . * 


Then agree, yet true Britains, agree, | 
And ne'er quarrel about a Nick-Name ; 
Let your Enemies trembling ſee 
That an Engliſp-mar's always the ſame: 7 
For aur ing" our Church, our Laws, and Right, 
Let's lay by all Feuds, and ftrait unite z 
Then, who need care a Fig, 
Who's a Tory or Whig, 
Here's a Health to all * Men. 
35 
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| 4 SONG in the Play call d, Eſquire Prain- 
leſs. Set by Ar. Barret. 
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Ome hither, ye Fools of the Sta-, 

7 Dull Souls, that do nothing but chink; - 
o longer on Trifles debate, 

Grow wiſe, and find all Things i in Drink : 
The Man that ſets up for free-thinking, 

May mifs of his Aim, like an Aſs ; 
But he who delights in deep drinking, 

Finds all, all, all, all, all, all, all he can with can 
wiſh. i in his Glaſs. 


41SONG in a Comedy call'd, The wife 
of Bath. Set by Mr. Barret. 
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4 — the Spleen. 


Here was, and a Swain full fair, 
Was tripping it over the Graſs ; 


Aud there he f py « d with her Nut-brown Hair, 


A pretty tight Country Lafs. 
Fair Damſel, ſays he, 
With an Air briſk and free, 

Come let us each other know: 
She bluſh'd in his Face, 
And reply'd with a Grace, 


Pray forbear, Sir, pray forbear, Sir, no⸗ no, no, no, no, 


00, no no, 25 no, no, no, no, no. 


The Lad being bolder grown, 
Eudeavour'd to ſteal a Kitt ; 
Ne ery'd, Piſh, let me alone, 
ut held up her Noſe for the BH : : 
And when he begun, 
She would never have done, 
Bit unto his Lips ſhe did grow ; 
Near ſmother d to Death, 
As ſoon as ſhe'd Breath, 
Si: ſtar mer'd out, 05 no, no, no. 


one, come, ſays he, pretty Maid, 
Let's walk to yon private Grove ; 


upid always delights in the cooling Shade, 


There I'll read thee a Leſſon of Love t 
She mends her Paee, 

And haſte to the Place; 

Rut if her een , | 

Let a bafhfu Muſe - 
Plead rhe Mailen's $ Excuſe, 
d anſwer 70 No, no, no, no. 
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| | The Complaint. 
| Ser by Ar. L. Ramondon. 
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Cloe, why d'ye flight me, 
1 Since all you aſk you have? 
No more with Frowns affright me, 
Nor uſe me hike a Slave: 
No more with Frowns affright me, 


f 


> 


Nor uſe me like a Slave. 
Good Nature to diſcover, 
UG: well afaithful Lover, 
I'd be no more a Rover, | 

But conſtant to my Gave. | ſis + 


Cou'd we but change Condition, | 18 8 
My Grief would all be ſlown ; © 8 

Poor I the kind Phy lictan, 
And you the Patient grown : 

All own- you're. wond' rous pretty; 

Well-hap'd, and alfo witty; 

tniorc'd by gen'rous Pity, 5 E 2322 
Then make my Caſe your own. : | 


2 1 


The Pœv'rs that kindly gave us, 
And form'd the Shape and Mind, 
Too ſurely ſnou'd enſlave us, 
If they like you inclin'd.: 
Thetr Goodnefs be your Duty, 
Ur I muſt bid adieu Oye 3 
like them with all your Beauty) 
Ee merciful and kind, | | 
| | The 


23232 The Merry Muſicians or, 
Ik The filver Swan, when dying, 
4 Hlas moſt mellodious Lays; 
Like him, when Life is tying, 
In Songs Ill end my Days: 
| But know, thou crnel Creature, 
1 My Soul will mount the fleeter, 
"Vs And I ſhall ſing the ſweeter, 
By warbling forth your Praiſe. 


5 
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The Dutch Skipper; or, Britiſh Tope 
10 j In Praiſe of Punch. 
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Ome aid me, ye Muſes, 
Whoſe Wir rich Juice infuſes, 
For Uſes 
Of merry Mortals here below z 
French Vines be blaſting, 
t the Groves be everlaſting, 
Unwaſting, | Mee x 
Viere fragrant Limons grow: he . 
We have been abus d too long, — 
Let us crown them with a 
Yry Bumper that from the jolly Bowl FE lite; : 
On our Nectar we'll rely, 
And the purple Grape decry, 
And defy, 
ith its damnable confounded Price, 


FH 


A dull 


Wh 254 The hy A 3 or, 
1 A dull brainleſs Noddle, 
„ He Poſſeſs d who made in Prattle, 
| ö The Bottle, 
vb The primitive Regale in Vogue; 
| For nobler, the Shinkers, 
Patriarchal midnight Winkers, 
bh | Were Drinkers, 
13 And therefore he's a lying "EY : 
a Tho' with Doxics young and hot, 
.. Onr old luſty Father Tor, 
Made his Head ach with ſqueezing of the racy Bunch 


1 Grandſire Abel, void of Crime, 
Made before a Gift lube, 
1 Of A Lime, 1 
| of the very fort he us'd in x Punch, 


"Sev; 
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Second Aſovement. 
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Hen merrily, merrily fill away, 25 
ra n e Oy bo 
ker! 75 Cheer 4 pt away 77 : 8 < 
And make Blood in'your checks Aba: . 
ry Brimmer will heighten our Jollity, 
fillt the Liquor fo rare in its Quality, 


An Date thall big to raste. 
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ji A SONG rm Celia, who was forc'd 20 1,1 
l ry another, ber Lover being abſent. las 
0 to the aimable Vanqure, by Ar. D' Urtey. 
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H, tell me no more of your Duty or Vory, 
That Change of Condition no Love can allow; 
I ſtill muſt im portune 
For what m y curſt Fortune 
Loſt I know not how : 
And fince ſuch ill Chances have often been common, 
That Wealth or a Woman we're fared to loſe, 
Tis fit we our ſelves ſhould mend that Abuſe, 
And make with our Ferrers 
The beſt of bad Matters 
In Wedlock's Trappan, 
By taking Occaſion 
To eaſe our wrong'd Paſſions 
— As well as we can. 


———_— i cots 
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Monſieur aired; or, an Hiſtoric! , 
count of the late Battle of Audenard. 


To a Tune of Ar. Leveridge'c. 


Aue for the Spleen. 
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E Commons and Peers, | 10 
pray lend me your Ears, Will |: 

ſng you a Song if I can, | : 1 
_ Lewis Legrand * | | 11 
Was put to a tand i 

the Arms of our gracious Queen An. 


How his Army ſo great, 
Had a total Defeat 
far from the River of Dender; 
Where his Grand-Children ewain, 
For fear of being ſlain, 
lop d off with the Popiſn Pretender, 


— 


_— 
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Jo a Steeple on. high, 
The Battle to ſpy, 
Ji — theſe clever young Men; 
But when from the Spire, 
They ſaw ſo much Fire, 
i cleverly came down again. 
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Then on Horſe-back they got, N 
All on the ſame Spot, 1 
Advice of their Couſin Vendoſme ; . 

O Lord, cry*d out he, 

Unto young Burgundy, 

uld your Brother and you were at Home. 


While this he did ſay, 

Without more delay, 
iy the young Gentry fled ; 

Whoſe Heels for that Work, 

Were much lighter than Cork, 
0 their Hearts were as heavy as Lead. 


/ 
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Not fo did behave 
Young Hannover brave, - 
In this bloody Field, I aſſure you; 
When his War-Horſe was ſhor, 
He valid it not, 
But fought it on Foot like a Fury. 


Full firmly he ſtood, 

As became his high Blood, 
Which runs in his Viens ſo blue; 

For this gallant young Man, 

Being a Kin to Queen Ann, 
Did as, were ſhe a Man, ſhe would da. 


What a Racket was here, 
I think *rwas laſt Year, 
Fer a little Misfortune in Spain; 4 
For by letting em win, 
e have drawn the Puts in, 
To loſe all they're worth this N 


Tho Bruges and Gent 
To Monſleur we lent, 

With Intereſt they ſha!l repay em; 
While Pars may ſing, | 
With her ſorrdwful ing, 

Nunc Dimittu, inſtead of Te Deum. 


From this Dream of Succeſ:, | 
They I) awaken, we guess. 
At the Sound of great Marlborough' 5 Dre : 
They may think, if chey will, 
Of Almanza fill, | 
Bur th Blenheim wherever be comes. 


o? 


_ O:Levis perplex'd, 
What General's next? 
Thou haſt hitherto chang'd in vain ; 


A Citre for the Sp 


He has beat em all round, 


If no new ones Are found, 6 [1 
lull beat em over hal, F 
14 

We'll let Tallard out, | 
If hell take r'orher Bout, | 
much he's improv'd, let me tell ye, 1 
With Nottingham Ale | 
At very Meal, | | 
| goo Beef and Pudding i in's Belly. | tht 
1 

bit, as Loſers at Play, || 
Their Dice throw aways. bi 
le the Winners do ſtill win on, 
Let who will command, | 1 
Thou hadſt better disband, | | 
old Bully, thy Doctors are gone, 
— — emerges — —— x 
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Ser by Mr, Bedford Aldrich, 
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fear up, my brave Hearts, 
Chear up my brave Hearts, what tho' the Winds crofs, 
- Seas delight our Frigot to toſs ; 
Neptune and Boreas together agree 

vi, toſs, and tumble us, 

wi, toſs, and tumble us about in the Sea: 
one Minute the Skies we do vault, and what's more, 
next in deep Graves, where ſalt Seas do rowl cer: 
eſpair not, bold Boreas ſhall blow out his Blaſt, 
the Wind and the Sea, and the Wind and the Sea 
be Lind too at laſt, 


} 


Zephyr: ſhall gently thoſe "AMAA "I allay, N 
beat down thoſe Waves which obſtructed our Way; 


Neptune, whoſe Frowns in his Rage curl'd the Ocean, 


return wich 3 Smile, and ſmooth all its Motions : 


While 
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264. 
While neatly our Keel does divide the. ſalt 
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And ſweetly we ſteer to the Harbour of Eaſe, 
Where Thanks well return in a jolly full Bowl, 
All — to thoſe whom the Ocean does row!. 


Vhilip's Reel Ee Spain. 
The Words by Ar. Eſteourt. 


7 


07 The 


* 


Eareſt Philip, my Grandſon, of Spain, 
The Fates have call'd you to Paris again; 
fly, comply, O let it be ſoon, | 
fly to Grand Mama Maintenon ; . 
0 remember, my Dear, that Liſte is 
om Paris no farther than fourſeore Miles, 


Brother Burgundy us'd to make haſte, 


Opera Li 88 


ue my Philip can run too as faſt; 77 
but think that Marlborough's behind, 
hen you'll fly as ſwift as the Wind ; 
hat in Hopes we the ſooner may meet 3 
main, Grand Papa, but St. Louis peru. 


linaldo.”: Sung by Srgnivoy Nicolini, in the 
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3259 owe os wn, * 


Da Cay 
og the Waiter bring clean Glaſſes, 5 
With a freſh ſupply of Wine; 3 ' 
For I ſee by all your Faces, a / 


In my Wiſhes you will join: 
Let the Waiter bring clean Glaſſes, 


Wig With a freſh ſupply of Wine, 
17 | "With a freſh ſupply of Wine, i 
| iN With a freſh ſupply of Wine, . 


Wl With a freth ſupply of Wine. N 


1 It is not the Charms of Beauty, 
Wl Wich I purpoſe to proclaim z 
We a while will leave that Duty, 
Wk We a while will leave that Duty, 
th For a more prevailing Theam, 
A more prevailing Theam; 
We a while will leave that Duty, | 
For a more prevailing, more prevailing Theam. 


Sing theſe Word to the firſt Part of the Tune, _ 


To the Health I'm now propoling, 
Let's have. one full Glaſs at leaſt : 
No one here can think't impoſing, | 
1 is the Founder of our Feaſt. 


To che Health I'm now propoſing, 

Let's have one full Glaſs at leaſt; 
Tis the Founder, *is the Founder of our Feaſt, 
The Founder, *tis the Founder of our Feaſt, 


* ww 


: >: : 4 . — — „ 
rere rr r. 


A Cure for the Spleen. 26 9 


„„ „ 


The diſtreſs'd Shepherd. 4 S O N G. 
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4 Am a poor Shepherd undone, 

th, | And cannot be enr'd by Art; 
70 For 2 Nymph as bright as the Fun, 
yl Has ſtole away my Heart; 
. And how to get it again, 

: There's none but ſhe can tell; 


4 To cure me of my Pain, 
io By ſaying ſhe loves me well : 


And alas poor Shepherd, 

1 Alack and a well-a-day; 

I Before I was in Love, 

10 Oh, every Month was May. - 
5 If to love ſhe could not incline, 
Wh 7 I told her I'd die in an Hour; 


To die, ſays ſhe, tis in thine, 

But to love, 'tis not in my Power. 
I aſk d her the Reaſon why 

She could not of me approve ? 
She ſaid, twas a Taſk too hard, 

To give any Reaſon for Love, 
And alas, poor Shepherd, &c. 


She aſk d me of my Eftate, 

I told her a Flock of Sheep; 

The Graſs whereon they graze, 
Where ſhe and I might ſleep 


Beſid 


A Cure for the Spleen. 271 
Ws à good ten Pound 
In old King Harry's Groats ; 
With Hooks and Crooks abound, 
And Rirds of ſundry Nores : 


uud alas, poor Shepherd, &c. 


> OTC 
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A nam SONG. Set by Ar. Barrett. 


Slow. 
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| Wt n fondly view the Charmer, 
fs Thus the God of Love I tne 


Gentle Cupid, pray difarm her; 
Cupid, if you loveane, do; 
Of a thouſand Smiles bereave hey, 
Rob her Neck, her Lips, her Eyes; 
The Remainder ſtill will leave her 
Power enough to tyrannize. 


Shape and Feature, Flame aud Paſſion, 
Still in every Breaſt will move; 
More is ſuper-urogat ion, 
Mere Idolatry of Love: 
You may dreſs a World of Ciloe's 
In the B2anty ſhe can ſpare, 
Hear him, Cupid, who no Fas is 1 
To your Altars, or the Fair. 
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liſh Mortal, pray be eaſy, 
Angry-Cupid made Reply ; 
Do Florella's Charms diſpleaſe you? 
Die then, fooliſh Mortal, die: 
Fancy not that I'll deprive her 
Of her captivating Store; 
Shepherd, no, I'll rather give her 
Twenty thouſand Beauties more. 


Were Horella proud and ſower, 
Apr to mock a Lover's Care ; 
Juſtly then you'd pray, that Power 
Should be taken from the Fair: 
But tho? I ſpread a Blemiſh oer her, 
No Relief in that you'll find; 
Still, fond Shepherd, you'll adore her, 
For the Beauties of her Mind, 
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LL in the Land of Cyder, 

At 2 Place call'd Brampton Brian, 
Such a Trick was play'd 
'Twixt a Man os a Maid, 

4: all the Saints cry'd Fye on. 


Twas gentle John and Suſan 

Vere at their Recreation, 
Which all muſt grant, 

Vas perfect Fornication. 


both Evening, Noon, and Morning; 

briſk John was at her Crupper, 
And got in hex Geers | 
Five Times before Prayers, 

And fix Times after Supper. 


jahn was both briſk and airy, 

And Suſan lov'd Fruition ; Y 
Which brought the poor Youth 
To tell you the Truth, | 

Full oft to Repetition. 


bn being well provided, 
in fine did ſo ſolace her, 

That Suſan's Waite, | 

So looſely lac'd, 25 
thew'd Sign of Babe of Grace, Sir. 


Bat when the Knight perceiv'd 
That Suſan had been finning, 
And that this Laſs, 
For want of Grace, 


od Sporting more chan Spinniug ; 


Of filthy Fornication © 1 . 
l Ws 1 5 NG 8 Ang 


Fr 1 


inne. 


Aut kad each Thing defiled, 


Himſelf a Bed to lie on. 


276 The Merry Mujitian ; or 


And of ſuch Crimes, 
To ſhew the Times 
His utter Deteſtation; 


Took Bed, and Rug, and Pollſter, 
Wich Blankets, Sheets, and. Pillows, 
And Fohnny's Frock, 
And Suſan's Smock, 
And burnt them in the Kill-Houſe, 


With ev? ry vile Utenſil, 

On which they had been wicked, 
As Chairs and Stools, | 
Old Trunks, Cloſe-Stools, 

And eke the three-legg'd Cricket. 


Been Burnt in Brampton Brian, 
We all muſt grant | 
The Knight would want. 


276 | The Merry Mujitcian ;, ors 


And of ſuch Crimes, 
To ſhew the Times 
His utter Deteſtation; 


Took Bed, and Rug, and Bolſter, 
Wich Blankets, Sheets, and Pillows, 
And Fohnny's Frock, 
And Suſan's Smock, 
And burnt them in che Kill-Houſt, 


With ev' ry vile Utenſil, 
On which they had been wicked, 
As Chairs and Stools, - 
Old Trunks, Cloſe-Stools, 
And eke the chree-legg'd Cricket. 


But kad each Thing defiled, 
Been Burnt in Brampton Brian, 
We all muſt grant 
The Knight would want. 
Himſelf a Bed to lie on. 
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Aniſh, my Lydia, theſe fad 
Why ſit ſt thou mufing ſo ? 


To hear the ugly rail at Faults, 


They wou'd, they wou'd, but cannot do : 
For let the Guilt be what it will, 

So ſmall, ſa ſmall Account they bear, 
Thar none yet thought it worth their while, 

On ſuch, on ſuch to be ſevere, 

On ſuch, on ſuch to be ſevere. 


With far more Reaſon thou may'ſt pine, 


Thy felf for being fair; 
For hadit thou but leſs glorious been, 
Thou of no Faults won dſt hear: 


So the great Light that ſhines from far, 


Has had its Spots ſer down 
While many a little uſeleſs Star, 
Has not been tax d with one. 
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4A SONG, ſet by Mr. Damaſcene. 
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Baut y, like Kingdoms, not for one 

Was made to be poſſeſs d atone 3 

01nteous Nature twas deſign'd 

the Joy of Humankind : 

1e bright Planet of the Day, 

h unconfin'd his Beams diſplay, 

generous Heat to all diſpenſe, 

ch elſe wou d die without that lafluence. 


is your mighty Em 8 leſs, 
ou depends Man's Happineſs 
ou but frown, we ceaſe to be, 
only live by your Decree : 
ure a Tyrant cannot reſt, 
harbour in fo fair a Breaſt, 
onfters, Cruelty we find, 


ngel's Face, muſt have an Angel's Mind, 
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Jaſting Fops who court the Fair, 
For the Fame of being lov'd ; 
on who daily prating are, 
Of the Heart your Charms have moy'd : 
(till be vain in Talk and Dreſs, 
But while Shadows you perfue, 
Own that ſome who boaſt it leſs, 
My be bleſs'd as much as yous 


Love and Birding are ally'd, 

Baits and Nets altke they have; 

Tie fame Arts in both are try'd, 

T he Unwary to enſlave : Eg 2 a 
fin each you'd happy prove, 

Without Noiſe {till watch your Way; 
or in Birding, and in Love, 

While we talk, it flies away. 


1 — 
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ASONG. 
I: 700 Tune of, Farewel Love, Page 117. 


1 Ately iray'd, lately ſtray'd ſrom Peace and Pleaſure, 
Lately ftray'd, lately ſtray'd from Peace aud PRA 

poor Heart that's s mad with Love, | 

poor Heart that's mad with Love: 

you meet it, kindly treat it, 93 — 

Iry its Paſſion to remove: e RY 

you meet it, kindly treat it, 

y its Paſſion to remove. 


Let 


Let the Finder bring my Treaſure, 
Their Reward ſhall know no Meaſure, 
But carefling, ever 88 

. The Reſtorer of my Bleſſing, 

b And wiltey'ry Hour improve; 

1 The Reſtorer of my Bleſſing, 

: And will ev'ry Hour improve. 


B Sing theſe Words to the firs? Part of the Tune; 


All Supplies, all Supplies of Art and Nature, 
All Supplies, all Supplies of Art and Nature, 
Shall increaſe my fair one's Bliſt, 
Shall increaſe my fair one's Bliſs ; 
Fond Embraces, balmy Kiſſee, 
And a Joy I can't expreſs ; 
Fond Embraces, balmy Kills, 
And & Joy I can't expreſs. 


2 


„en 


Th forſaken She 
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mondon. 
Not too faſt. 


epherdefs. Ser 85 Ar. L. 
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N this Grove my Strephon'walk'd, 
Here he lov'd, and there he talk'd ; 
In this Grove my Strephon walk'd, 
Here he lov'd, and there he talk d, 
Soft, Here he lov'd, and there he talk d. 
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this Place his Loſs I prove, 
ſad Remembrance. of his Love, 
Sad, ſad Remembrance of his Love. 


The firſt Pari again. 


ry whiſpering Breeze can tell, 
lelieving poor J fell. 


this Grove, &c.. 


this Grove, G. The firſt Part again, 
Stream, and ev'ry Tree, | 

% Perfidious, cruel he, 

done, dear hapleſs ſhe, 

Or undone, dear hapleſs ſhe, 


this Grove my Strephon walk'd, 
ae lov'd, and there he talk” a: 
mis Grove my Strephon rov'd, 
We're he talk'd, but here he lov'd. 
There ne talk'd, and here he lov'd. 
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A SONG. 
by Signiora Franceſca Vanini Boſchi, 
1 the Opera of Pyrrhus. | 


Composd by My. Handel. 
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IS not your Wealth, my Dear, 
Ner Wit, nor Shape, nor Air, 
Beauty paſt compare, 
Makes mea Lover; 
not your Wealth, my Dear, 
Wit, nor Shape, nor Air, 
Beauty paſt compare, 
Makes me a Lover, 


Tour ſweet complying Mind, 


No, no, P11 not comply, 
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'Tis not your WR 3 
Nor Wit, nor Shape, | 
Nor Beauty paſt Compare, 
Nor Beauty paſt Compare, 
Makes mea Lover; 
Tis not your Wealth, my Dear, 
Nor Wit, nor Shape, nor Air; 
Tis not your Wealth, 
Nor Wit, nor Shape, | 
Nor Beauty paſt Compare, 
Nor Beauty paſt Compare, 
Makes me a Lover: 
Your ſweet complying Mind, 
Your Pride in being kind, 
Withour the teifing Way, | 
Of piſh, nay fy, nay pray, 
Has brought me over: 


Your Pride in being kind, 
Your Pride in being kind, 
Has brought me over. 


Sing theſe Words to the feſt Part of the Tue. 


For thoſe who keep the Boon, 
Till Marriage Rites are done, 
T's rather turn Dragoon, 

And live a Rover: 
No, no, not 1, III not comply, 
The endleſs Knot to tye, | 
But rather turn Dragoon, 

And live a Rover. 


The endleſs Knot to tye ; 

No, no, not I, I'll not comply, 

The endleſs Knot to tye, 

But rather turn Dragoon, 
And live a Rover. 
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Jo Nd, fung by Mfrs. Lindſey 47 York- 
Buildings. Ser by Mr. John Barrett. 
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54, hence with. Aſfectation, OW 
* with allthis cartleſs Air's > E 
— is out of Faſhion „ 
With che Witty and the Fair... . 
Nature all thy Arts diſcloſes, © 
_ "While the Pleaſures.ſhe ſupplies; - 
| Paint thy ylowing Cheeks with Roſe D 
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Hymn to 


Return from W 


1 


F 


ow * d are hepherds. when. they ſee 
The Morning Sun reviving Reyes. 
But be much happier Are we, 
When we behold bright Auna's Face ; 
Where all that's graceful and divine, 
All that is merci ful and good, 
2 mans toget her joing  - - . 


— 2 2755 het: off io hyman Bad. . nes 


From I the Caſualties that wait 
on royal Greatneſs, and decree 

ner piovs Life ſecure from Fate; 
That as ſhe conquer'd. Ai in War, 

And triumph'd in Succeſs, 
She W jolly "Ac? toſhare ho] : 

The Bleſſings of her e Ten 
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wo ater am tranſported, 

459 k the boon Comrades ; 

Ty 229 Sl all be courted, 
Kind Widows, as well as Maids : 

Oh ! this will be joyſul News, 
We I: dreſs up our Houſes with Holly; 3 

We'll broach a Tub of humming Bub, ß 

To treat thoſe chat come with a Rub a ok” dub, 
For, dear Mothers they'll make us jolly. 


10 Dear Mother, to fee them mounted, 

| PIE "ay 4 wy: y hace wich Jou's | 

0 By we bac 2 
e N 

The Bells j in rhe Steeples ſhall ring, SO 
Well ſtick all our Houſes with Holly, &. 


: | 10 dreſs mne a3 fine As 2 Lady, 5 8 
3 Wg they come into the Town 3 1 
| ibbonds are all bought read y | g 
R My Furbelow Scarf mb Gown, e 
i} To pleaſure the warlike Boys, 
We'll dreſs up our 2 2 Holly, Sc. 


— 


* 


g \ r being tawn | 
They're never the worſe for & 53h 


** 


| El rh We rid of net, 
To quarter in Lady's Arms ; 
Tis I. ta hear them 2 
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role Boys are the Pride of Britaing 
They love us, and fo they may; | 
hear Mother, it is but fitting . 
We ſhould be as kind as they. Cs Wh 
the Conduirs ſhall run with Wine, ., 
We'll dreſs up our Houſes N Wi . ſe 


Thoſe battling Sons of Tunder, peer 
Now at their returning back; 

[now they will be for Vlunder, 
Virginities goes to wrack : 

but let them do what they pleaſe, 9771 4! 
We'll dreſs up our Hours with Holly; 8 

Ke It broach a ru of tro ming Hub, 

lo treat thoſe that come with a Rub 4 dub, dub, 
For, dear Mother, they'll _ us mes 
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I» ehe Tune of Katherine Loss. 


8 I walk'd feat to view the Phi, | Van 
Upon a Morning early, ; Kl 
With a ſweet Scent to cheer m — 5 
'Mangſt Flow'rs that gro- ry, 4 
t was my Chance to meet LDA, Vn 
She ſhin'd as it was fogee; | | 
l aſked her what was her Name, 
She told me, Katherine ore. um wn n 
paus d a white, and did admire, - = 
To ſee à Maid ſo ſweetly, 
3 briſk and gay ſhe did appear, 
Few Country 8 en an 
Nature was fine, and all artay d. 
Like Lillies in a Bogee 3 
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Bur the bonnieſt Laſs that cer I fe, 
Was my Love Katherine Ogee. 


| I have a Love in Muſhe!brow, 
| Another in Kardady; | 
| The third ſhe lives in Falkenbro, | | I 
| The fourth in Eſtrabogee - J 
| Gang E Eaſt, or gang I Weſt, 4 Ti 
} My Love is ſtill before me; | 
13 Bat rhe bonnieſt Laſs that cer ! ſee, 
Was my Love Katherine Ogee. pP. 


Cupid deſcended from the Skies, 
' To view, and to admire her; | | 
!!' She darted Light'ning from her Eye, C 
. Makes me the more defire her? | 
The wily Gods ſet me at work, | p 
Then left me like a Rogee; 

. I need not ſhoot ar fike a Mark, 

j As my Love Katherine Oxee. , 
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Vere I as weight as Walls was, Wh 
My Arm ſhould ſtill defend ye; be VF 
word weild-my Sword, and make 4 Paſz, 
If- any ſhould offend de, + 003d? abut? 
14 ſoon your Crags, e en gin they web, 50 
The beſt Men in Srabege 
Ale venture Neck and rm too 


For my Love Karherine ges. 


As I went through yon Loudon Town, - 
Of Laile: I aw many: + nn gin 
I faw a Lafs among the reſt, 

Was boanier than any; f 
I faw a Lad, and I aik'd nis Name, 1 bit £4 
She told me Willy Scrogee Si; fy ga bu, Ma 
But the bonnieſt Laſs that e er 1 be, M h wo! 5 
_ Was my Love Xatherine Ogee, | EEG out tw v9 | 


aw £ 
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4mm n,, + * LAY — : 
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0 gin I gere ſame Shepher: 3 
70 f my Flocks beſide he; = x. 00% 
To bring them Home at Bonghiring Time, 1 82 : 
For Milking to make ready; a nt 
I do think my ſelf more happy then, 288 
Een with my Scrip and Dogee, 
And 3 that bath His Thouſands ten, f 
A * — 1 
put the Gods * hw ** ordain'! 
For me fo fair a Creature, 
Whoſe beauteous F e rakes her «tec 4. 
The Miracle of 1 b — - þ 
Clouds of Deſpair e me dots,” w —.— 3 
Fhat are both black and ſoge jj mn 
Pity my Cafe, ye Gods, or elſe ge 
L die ſar Katherine _ PR 
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A Cure for the Spleen. / 
wide ofer the rowling Billows 
She caſt a wiſhful Look; 


Her Head was crown'd with Willows, 
That trembled er the Brook, 


Twelve Months were gbne and over, 
And nine long tedious Days ; : 
hy didſt thou, vent'rous-Lover, 444 
Why adſt chou truſt the Seas? 2 oy, 
(caſe, cexſe then, cruel Oceau, | 
And let my Lover reſt ; — 
du, what's thy troubled Motion, „ ia.t > eh 
To that within m Breaft?” FI Nen 


The Merchant robb'd of biete, E 

Views Tempeſts in Peſpair; 

but what's the Loſs of Treaſure, Frm 5 
To long of of nig Dear? ae 
mould you ſome Coaſt be. dafd on- n 
Where Gold and Diamonds grow, EFF 

iou'd find A richer Maiden e 
Bat none that loves you ſo. oY 


flow cath thay Nay, . 
Has nothifig made ig Vain 
try chen be \ chie* A . 
Ea ne a I 
No Eyes the Becks diſtever,. 1d a7 
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The Lover with Reaſon 
Set by Mr. Ramondon. 
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Te long I thought che Wiss Days, 
| When abſent from my Fair? | | 
Who can reconnt the many NF ont 
Vho can recount the omg Ways 

I try'd to eaſe | 9 

try d to eaſe WES s N 3) 
ſometimes by Mulick's Charms I Hen 
To overcome my Pain ; 
but that gave Way to mighty Love, 
Like me his conquer'd Swang . 
bac chat Like kl Way Ade *. . 


At an 1 * all Things combin'd 
TH — my tender Breaſt, ' 4 
and that conſpiring Fares Ces ; 

To rob _— Reſt: E —— 
tur en 1 found I Had, miſtook, .. 2 

And they were not the Cauſe; © 
Twas Reaſon had his Throne forſook, 


of 1 


r 


* 


W > 
ou 
- — 
— 
== — - 
- U—— —ͤ— - — 
* F „ A 
oP N 


2 W>+z- 


W St 8 
Hope, the Fear —— Rin, 
i te in hehe pong 


2 r — — 2 — n > — — 


302 m. Merry dunn 3 +7 


Then, like a Lover that purſues 
> Thing he oughe to fly, _ 
riſes what's no Lom to loſe, OY "WIS — 
wy fo did fooliſh I. I 91 2 


1 ee | 66 
I; More happy, or more wile ; 
Fl To make *em quickly yield to Love, 

z Or elſe thoſe Charms deſpiſe. _ 15 
* happy ſhould we Martals —— NN | 
The 25) at once but prove. ] | 

it Our Reaſon and our Liberty 
1 Agreeing with our Love. a 
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id was in a merry Vas, Len e 
a herſelf. ſhe 1 ANT - zief2 8 | 
» faid the, I fall by 1 is * I 
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two ſo cloſe employ'd; 19 
Was well contenced, = oy „ 
18 Maid Was overjoy'd, Fo 1 9 Pk 
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And ſmiling in his 7 $i * 
n Nor Thung:! 


And Ending him in 2 Rintäng Fit, 
Made this Girl to weep; 


| And with her Hand ſhe rubb' d his Joint, 
155 To * Ai Lad Your Sleep. MY. 


q' 11 Dear, 14 hey” Yor Dunes x 
| Does make my Heart to ſting ; 
| And ſmiling in his Face, ſhe a, 


Alas, poor Thing? 


My Dear, aid the, -the Sadie 
That venture in the Field, 
Although they be repuls vd, 
Yer the wy they ne'er way Field. 


Then turn again, and face Int 427 
And let us have the other Fung: or 
IA do my beſt to ſecond thee, © 1 23042 

Alas, poor Thing! 
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And when this young Mani Erh awoke > 
He looked pale and wan, NA 556 a i 
_ Wiſhing in his ſelf he bad been ene 
As when he fixſt a ry 3 N 
7 Nin 1474. ttrabn 
* 
He ſwore, and in > Recs he Rid, cer 
Hie thought that no Woman could bring 
. 1888 


Alas, poor t 1 
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Taunton Dean. 


— . . 0 


The Merry Muſician ; or, 


N Taunton Dean che were bore and a bred, _ 

To tell youthe Truth, my Name's a cauld Ned, 
Cham no Anabaptiſt, for Ich caunt abide em, 
Cham ſure che receiv'd * Chriſtendom ; TY 
Ich put on my Boots, and à Zourd by my Zide 
An 75 vor to Lundin RAK 1 4 13 
Ich cola Varher and Mather Ich zee that vine Town, 
Che id ſtay there a While, and then Ich come down. 

But Ich had a huge Mind to zee theck holy Thorn, 

And when Ich came to Glaſſenbury, Ich did look vort 
But they told me chat 7oſeph had been there afore me 
But lch cudden a uind Fofeph, nor yer the Tree; 
Vor, gaping about, Ich did ſpy a high Hill, 

With a Tarr upon Tap, vaſt by a Wind-mill: 

Ich clamber'd me up, and when Ich had a-done, 

I thought my: zell zure as high as the Kun. 
Hut, O good lack, how my Heart did 20 quiver, 

I had fant arma drap à Blid leſt in Ich Liver; 

Vor L zlidder' d, and zlidder'd, and nare geed'o'er, 
Till I zlidder'd me down to the Belfry- Door: 
But when Ich came down to the Moth-eaten Stairs, 
Ich kneeled me down, and Ich zed my Prayrz: 
Geteh me there any more, an Ich preſently zd, 
Chill gee thee Ich Mother vora Maid. 
Ich ax d who took awey the Lid and the Bells? 

An they told me twere a Doctor that liv d at Hells 
In the Ninth of Jeſona Ich bid *em go look, 
Chill be hang'd if the Chapter ban t tore out o che 
Whether he be hang' d, or whether he be tore, 
I pray chee Doctor come hither no more; 
Tis a omminous Thing to zee the Church abus d, 
Remember how poor Abbot Whitting was us d. 
Then Ich took my leave of Glaſſe 21 
But when Ich came to Stainge, Ich were in @ Dor 
Vor o many Gallowzes there did appear, 
Leh sed 2ure the Zizes had been kept chere to Tear 
Then Ich told the Stones above twenty Times oer 
then chee were as weeſe as che were avore; 
14 c i 
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t the va Eſmbrities that e er Icou'd ace, ö 
ud never tell rightly how many there be. ; 
en to my Lord Cappel Ich came, 
) kneeled me down, and Ich kifs'd the zame ; 
am zure didn ſmell fo ſweet as a ur Il 
the Zent a Month arter went out of my Noſe : 
may call the zame Place à Church an you pleaſe, - 
Ich do believe 'twere zome Chappel of Eaſe. ä 
en Lund in Town came next to my View, 
r when Ich did zee it, Ich wor ready vor ſpew 4 
x what vor the Noiſe, and what vor the Smoak, | 
wor deaf in my Ears, and ready vor hoax: | 
„ 8324 lack, how the Coaches did vlee up and down, | 
hought the whole World had been in the Town; 95 
the Stoons did ſpat Vire, and the Hoſſes did r 
te Dunder and Lightning in the Skee. C & | 
„ O good lack, how my Stomack did riſe, 
their vreſh Cheeſe and Cream, and hot Pudding pres; « fl 
: Zlurs be ſo naſty, it can never be clean, 1 
d rather eat Whitepot in Taunten Dean. Je! 7 
d then to the Change Ich went in a Whore, T1 | 
at lack ye, what lack ye, they cry d, kind Sie. b 4 
lack a Wench, but none Ich could meer, 1 0 + 
they zhew'd me the Way to Turnballafrect: > fa. 1 
n Ich went me in, and Ich zot me dawn, * 111 
„e in a vine Laſs with a zilken Goww: : | e 
ich Pot and twich penny, quoth the, and dome here, | 17 
t pay ready Money, or ſhart'n mell e my Ware: e | 
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V MifteiG6, quoth I, I won't love by your c -, 1 
h you keep your Ware, and I'll keep my wy Moucy 31 ll} 0001 
n 24 1 "a | 

Ve HY and zweeter, and better than thine. 

al a hu Mind to fee a Stage Play, 

[ gid © > (Frau: ra them ave che. Yay 3 106 
as Porky and Dear, axore Ich got in, © 
N by Zan, befare did begin. | g 
aft the Minſtrels began vor to zound, {(rougd. 
1 leh, Fare. ity they call'd the Tues, ki6 my -Arſe 


There 
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There, in came a Man with z Crown on his Head, 
Che'd 2 led m y black Mare, the King had*n a bin te 
What crook'd Back'd Vellow is thick all avore, 
They zed twas King Richard, that baniſh'd Jane Shs 
Piſh, piſh, cha the Baller, cham a Vool vor to ſtay, 
Vor zee a Company of crazy Dogs in a Play. 

Zo Ich went me along ſoft and vair, 

Stand by, they zed, here comes my Lord Mayor; 
If thick be a Lord Mayor, chill be hang'd on a Tres 
Chill vart as vine a Lord Mayor as he. 

In P's Church Yard Ich did fpend an Hour, 
In a long Time viewing that zime goodly Tower; 
Why, did twich the Sky, or elſe cham blind, 
Becauſe the Steeple Ich cudden a vind : 
Zo into the Church Ich vollow'd my Noſe, 
And there che wor like to beſquitter my Hoſe ; 
Ich thought to vind there both Preaching and Pray 
But there was nought but Weeping and Wailing : 
Zerebalas Temple made old Volks to weep, _ 
And 20 would this roo, had yon been there ro zee c. 
Ev'ry Report, I zee, is no Vable, 

Iſe zee Pans Chnrch-Tard become now à Stable. 
To the Lion's Den I went from thence, 

And there it coſt me ſix good Pence; 

Guds blanes, quoth J, what a Beaſt have we heee? 
He's nigh hand as high as our ſparked Steer! 

He glow'd in my Face, and began to roar, 

Che wor ne'er 20 agaſt zi uice chee wor a-bore 3 | 
Why, he look'd ſo grim, with his Claws and Beard, 
Had our Landlord bin, *ewou'd à made him aveard. 
To the Bear-garden next, now ſhow me, quoth I; 
Zo thither they ſhow'd me by and by; 

But the Bears and Dogs did ſo ſtink and vart, 

O! what a Qualm came over my Heart? 

O! how the Waters did vob and voam, | | 
What a Pox made me there, chee*'d more Baſinefs 3 at 
But while che can zev, can ga, or ſtand, 


- CheU ne er go by Water, while che go . 
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chere I nad no great Cauſe to be merry, . 
nder the Fase we went with a Wherry; yo Ns 
ty Tail Whore zhit down. on my . 4 
chat x zad Caſe was then 
minſter Abbey there be vine Things, 70 
there they ſhow'd me the Tombs of the rig: - 
becauſe I cudden a vind'® Chora Seat, 

ny Troth, my Heart was ready vor break. 

ch bid varewel to Lundin Town, 
ny Money was ſpent, and I. muſt come — : 
ve a huge Budget of News to relate, | 

bays and men, and Ser K Kate. 
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ATE, the lovetieſt Thing 

That e' ex was form'd by Nature; 

Flora i'th' Pride of Spring, 
Ne'er wore ſo ſweet a Feature. 


Her 5 her Port, her Mien, hooked 44 
Her Lips, her Eyes, Completion, = 

Had Fave, when on Earchy but ſeeny +1 
He had dered to Perfection. 


Wich Kiſſes, and Bliſſes, one's ae 

In- Seas of li Plezſure; wn 

duch Stare of Riches there 1 found, -- _—_— 
"She's an che Mine of ran — | 
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ATY's a Beauty ſurpaſſing, 

| She's a ſweet Garden to paſs in, 
In Town there is not a like Laſs in, | 

14 So fweet, ſo yr 9 is the. 


Her Fycs, like Start, — 0 twin ke 

Her Face 1 — without e 0 8g! 

Her Chin's adorn'd with "Dimple, 
Like the Charms above her 12 800 N | 


na; 


Her Lips as red. ag a Roſe hs 477 OOF Ra 2 

And round and manage Noſt is, - — = 

Her Breath's 2 Meet Mixture of Poſies; * 
None on Earth's com par d to ſhe, FT 
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Her Belly's a Hill of fiveet Pleaſure, , 4 
In Bull enclos dies the Treaſure, "_y * 
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Say others what they can; 


or Sides; 
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What ſignifies thoſe weg len, 
Thar KickleFbp. . 
he Torn; cat he can. change 18, 
And his former Friends deride 7 - 
"Thoſe are reſqlv'd, what Cer they looſe, 
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Faſt by their F riends to ſtand; 
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They love their Liberty: 


fe ro de 


lat the 


are ever coliſtant unto 

yd. diſdain; 
wa 5 thake, let them. 
Thel are the honeft Men. 


But would you have him that' 
1 r is W 5 ; 
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. Party- News would rake onde 
At any Bribery ; | 
But theſe would turn for © cds, 
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Beyond him, I'll maintain; 


—— Thing-he * . 


80 he's the honeſt” MM. 


Vorumg but Juſtice turns the Staley 


In thoſe firm Sticklers Hand: 3 
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Lack the Tigws ſorhard are Sn, 

It's difficult to gueſs : 
Where we ſhall find the honeſt Wy, 
The World's ſo-diſpoſſe TY 
But might 1 ſpeak what 1 do think, - 
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Efes; or, 


Le er N 
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Same dea held Are, which Fates, 
b ſt the: Port y- Cuſe - 
ükmur not in. Ward vr. . 
King and Laws: 
Bur yet the Turn-coat he muſt be- 


thoſe who from their Friends ne er ring, 
urn- coat is the Man. 
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t a Purſe or two will WA prevail, 
Pa have you underſtand : . 
Fill coſe are ſure they have been wrong, 
Move them you never can 
touch the Turn · coat) be.is Sone, 
ret he's the Emer Man. R 


Weather-Cock i is mighty goods; 
70 ſhew to ev'ry one 

nich Way, the wav'ring Wing has docs, 
Ae th' Hours by the * N 
Turn- cat he is need ful — 99 1 
one need for hiv: n plain ; 

but, hell come from them to you, 
do he's the honeſt "mn 
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5 Coat he can turn tay . 
Cogs flatter, ſoot h, and lig; ( mp 
ix Certain hee II not go to Hell, 

He's ſo full of Treacherx ;: 

11 fay he is pour Friend one Day, 
The next he'Il you withitand ; 

y what you will, if you'd but ery, 
You'd find him the honeſt Man. 1 


Whig, then Tory ſome few Dag, 
And then, Sir, moderate; 

e uppermoſt he'll : always Praite, 

So he may be made great : 

tell you one Thing 18 his Choice, , 
And then gainſay't again; 

d therefore let me have chat Voice, 
bout this an honeſt, Mau? 
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l | The German Doctor, a new FEE "Yr 


Ome, Sirs, draw near, 
| And you ſhall hear 
The German Doctor tell! 
The Feats he has done, 
Eer IIls did come, 
And made them very well. | 
Here, take my Pills, when once they're down, 
They'll make her fair before was brown. 
Then Maidens buy, come buy of -me, 
The like of this none cer did ſee, 
It's juſt now brought from Germany. 
Behold a Bottle full of Stuff, 
Which, was it ſold at its fall Worth, 
Its balſamick Nature is ſo great, 
Whole Kingdoms could not purchaſe it. 
Come hither then whoſe Bones do ake, 
All you who Ague or who Palſie ſhake, 
Come buy my Stuff, and do it o'er, | 
give you my Word you'll feel it no more. 


* 
1 


Co 


"ome, come to me, you roving Beaux, 

o've lately been among the Stews, 
Wind who among them had ſuch Hap, 

[o get a dangerous woundy Clap; 

ome buy, come buy this Box all your” 

pply it but, and it will do. 

ome hither all you rotten Whores, 

i! do what ne'er was done before; 

his makes you well, P11 promiſe for r'ty 

s foon às e er you are cur'd on't. 

one buy, come buy; before I've done, 

me Miſs, make haſte, before it's gone; 
ſehold a Thing, look here, d' ye ſee? 

har if young Girls ſhould pregnant be, 

ſe but this Medicine dnce or twice, 

Did tit will ſtop it in @ trice. 

ome buy, come buy, and do not ſtay, 

or Jam going juſt away; 

cannot ſtay to tell you more, 

ut J can Maiden- heads reſtore ; 

he old I can make young again; znr 

cure all Backs that has a Sprain ; 3 

ay, with this Ointment I can do 

ore than at preſent I will ſhew ; 

or tho, a Man be laid in Grave 

dove ten Years, bis Life Vil ſave 

will reſtore him from the Dead. 

r give him leave to break "my 4 
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A Cure ft r the Spleen. 
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The Mountehank, a nem & O NG. 
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EF, sir, rm come bn ; Travel | Fore, 
490 And now lam return ; © 

A Method new I'll ſhew to you, 

Or elſe I will be burn'd. 2 


A with theſe Pills can cure 411 Ill, 7 


Which never once were felt; 
The Beaux I mean, devour'd with spleen, 
And keep em from the Pelt. 


I tell you too a Humour new, 
In one moroſs III place; 

Take but this Pill, and with my Skill, 
Pl alter your whole Face. 


IJ cure all Pain, that is in rely 
For any Man to touch; 

Take this and try, and you ſurely 

Will ſay there n&er was ſuch, 


1 


Cure for the Spleen. | 
It Bvils 1 with this defy, , 

Nor none need fear the Pox 5 

or if by Hap they've got a ch 

I cure em with this Box. | 


ome thoſe, 1 ſay, which go to play, 
And cannot trade once more; 

Come but to me, and for Money, 

In fit you out, you Whore. 


he Stege, the Stitch, the Gripes, the thy, 
The Mulligrums alfo-; 

Tho yon ſhould be all Leproſy, 

L' cure yOu 0 er you know. 


let the Ague ſhake you, let the Cholick rack yrs | 


Nay, all that I can tell ; 
e by Choller puff d, or by Dropſy tus Fe: 
Take this, and ems are well. | 


A Secret too, 1 Mew to you, 
With this I can reſtore 

A Maiden-head, altho' it fled 
With twenty Men before, 


This I can prov e, will make you love. 
This Liberty regain; 

This Balſam too, 1 aſſure pou, 
Is good after a Sprain. 


This Med*cine mild will kill a chila, 
After ſix Months is paſt; 

Come big-belly'd Maids, make haſte, ye Jadesy, 
Take't as long as it laſts, 


Chis is not half in my Behalf; 
Another would have ſaid; 
For I can kill when e er I will, 


And raiſe em from the Dead. 
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I can do this when e'er I lift, 
And above forty Score; | 
Come, prithee try, and if. yew ale, 

Never believe me more, 


A Cure for the Spleen, 


HO! ctuel you ſeem to my Pain, 
And hate me becaufe I am true; 3 
Let, Phillis, you love a falſe Swain, 

Who has other Nymphs in his View: : 
"njpynient's a Trifle to him, i 

To me what a Heav'n would it be; 
To him hut Woman you ſeem, 

-But-ahy youre an Angel to me. 


Thoſe Lips Wilen he touches in haſte, 
To them ! forever could grow ; 
Still clinging around that dear Waſtes 


-Whieh | -Cpans as beſide him you go. 


That Fd like z Lily a white, 
over his Shoulders you lay, 

Boſom could warm it all Night, 
"Is ly Lips they could preſs it all Day. 


Were I like > Mqgnarch to reign, 
Were Graces my Subjects to be; 

Ig leave?emy and fly to the Plain, 
To awell 3 in x Cottage  ”. thee, 
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But if 1 muſt feel your Dian a 
kf Tears cannot Cruelty drowns 5 
0 let me not live in this Pain, eee eee e 5 
But give me my Death. in a Frown. 1 As 
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8 Aw you the Nymph. whom I RAR VOIR, : uf 
Saw you the Goddeſs of my Heart; | | 
J And can you bid me love no more, 


Or can you think I. feel no Smart? * | | 

50 many Charms around her ſhine, 7 | 
Who can the fweet Temptation f/? | 

JW Spight of her Scorn, ibe's ſo divine, g 
That Lmuſt love her, tho 1 die. | 
4 un FEA —— — * | 


48 0 NG, ſung bi A. Leveridge, i in the” | 
Beau derb ad. 1 
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- Go, look Go 3 your i= Wia my „ Dole,” > 

See, ſee your Lover in Pomp appear; 
Make, make me your own while you may, on 
My Mind way alter another Day. 
Don't {till be a Fool, and refuſe, 
Think, think what a Jewel you loſe; NR 
. Leſt when tis too late, eee 
* Lou ſhou d curſe your ſad Fate, | | 


Ang { hang your ſelf 1 ins Nooſe, | Acta! WI 
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4 Cure for the Spleen. > 32 3 
| The CONS ULTATTO . 7 
Set by Mr, Vanbrughe. 
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$7 Oung Urſlzy, in a merry Mood. 
1.  Confulred her Phyſician, -- 
What Hour was beſt to ſtir the Blog 

And Spirits by Coition? 


va: ws wh a rn 8 
A Cure for the Spleen. 327 
Says Red—fe, if my Judgments right, ; 
Or Anſwer worth returning; 
Tis moſt delightful over Night, 
Moſt wholeſome in the Morning. 
Quoth Urſley, then for Pleaſure's ſake, 
Each Ev'ning I will take it; _ 2 
And in the Morning when I Wake, 3 ve" 
My A 1 8 . 
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_— SONG. 


Sung by Ar. Abel, 47 bis Ger ar Statio 
ners-Hall. en . 
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8 ſheis ſhuus lum, 
Drudenal as faſk me 
Core la boe funareen, 

A Hamon crin Party: 


Ia ſhe Loof her Layder; 3 
Hey ho, rirko, 
1 — on ay; me. 
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A Care for the Soho. 


„ = £ 


Drains: Gas o . up 15 Soul, * 
O, how I triumph to ſee a fault Bow! z 
Whilft I'm caxouzing to cheer up my Soul, 
05 . „ eee . 

„ OE RAE 

The only Treaſure, _ Peu oF „ $I 

The only Trenfure - * 1 
The Bleſſing that ma kes me rejoyce and us, 
Rejoyce and ſing. 


Thus While Pm drinking, „„ 
Free from dull thinking, , 
Then am I greater than-the- greateſt Nb 
IT The greateſt King. | Y 
I'm greater than the greateſt King, 
FA — Nan woe 2 8 * * F 
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A Cure for the Spleen. 
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N * Time Bean dende to Hide. Por repair 
With Glaſſes drawn up; to take the freſſi Air; 
Gountry- Ladies bawl. out. their how d' ye'e, rhelr ho 

Ackyes, how d' * 8 alon 
Bells and Beaus lolling back, — 
Bells and Beaus lolling back, | ; 
Bells and Beaus lolling back, bogs, 4 
Shew neglect, Niew neglect to t e Crowd. 
Then, after this Tour, to the Mall hies the Iv * 
To. ice how the walking, walking N AF In 
„ (D ar! 
n like Birds of the Night, they 80 peeping, 
(pecpin bet wee 
he N oh viehla Tal The: and the Want be cen: 
ikeyMa 1 Tyr A Chatter, chatter,” chatter, 


Chatfex, c what. they've. beard lafly 105 roat, 

Then retire to div ert, ret ire to avert on a Bench ne 

. 1 the Mo. 
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"The: Marty Mui Ken, 5 c. 
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Ruſt not Dea, that ſubtle . 

& That haſty, haſty Lovers make; 
Which they for Intereſt only ſwears) th oh 

And for Convenience, for Convenience break. 
Women inconſtant are as they are fair, 
Men vary; Men vary as they are kind ; 7 
Both fickle as their Goddeſs are, 

And as their God, as their God are 3 OP 

ts 0 cheir Gol : as their Yoo are uus. 
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